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THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jndicio ha dado esta no Tista hazana ' 
Del Tator c|Qe eo los siglos venideros 
Tendr&n lot Hijoa de la faerte Espana, 
Hijo0 de tal padregberederos. 

HallJ^ sola en Numaacia iodo qoaoto 

Debe con justo titulo cantaria, 

Y lo qoe paede dar materia al caoto. 

Mtmaneia de Ctrvanfes. 
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ADffKtmaUBmBNT. 



Tbb history of Spain records two instances 
of the severe and self-devoting heroism, which 
forms the subject of the following dramatic 
poem. The first of these occurred at the siege 
of Tarifa, which was defended in 1294 for San- 
cho, King of Castile, during the rebellion of his 
brother, Don Juan, by Guzman, sumamed the 
Good.* The second is reliated of Alonzo 
Lopez de Tezeda, who, until his garrison had 
been utterly disabled by pestilence, maintained 
the city of Zamora for the children of Don Pe- 
dro the Cruel, against the forces of Henrique 
of Trastamara.t 

Impressive as were the circumstances which 
distinguished both these memorable sieges, it 
appeared to the author of the followiug pages 
that a deeper interest, as well as a stronger co- 
lour of nationality, might be imparted to the 
scenes in which she has feebly attempted '* to 
describe high passions and high actions ;" by 
connecting a religious feeling with the patriot- 
ism and high-minded loyalty which had thus 

* See Quintana*! * Vidas de Espanoles celebrest' p. 53. 
t See the Preface to Soutbey's * Chronicle of the Cid.* 
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been proved ** iiutUiil untD 

rounding her ideal dramaiiM 

lections derived from the 

ish chivalry. She has, for Hm 
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ed upon « FaUnda dd GmP» as Iha 
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THE SI£6E OF VALENCIA. 



Scene — Ro&tn in a palace of Fakncia. 
XiHBZiA singi$ig to a lute. 

BALLAD. 

" Thou liiast not been witli a festal throng^, 

At the poaring of the wine ; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song*, 
A mien sadark as thine I 

— There*8 blood upon thy shield, 
There's dust upon thy plume,. 
-oThoubast brouvhtfrom some disastrous field, 
That broiv of wrath and gloom !** 

** And is there blood upon my shield ? 

— Maiden ! it well may be ! 
We have sent the streams from our battle*ficld, 

All darkened to the sea ! 

We have given the founts a staia, 

'Midst their woods of ancient pine ; 
And the ground is wet — but not with rain, 

Deep>dyBd»-4>at not vfith'wine ! 

** Tha ground is wet— but not witli rain — 

We have been in war array. 
And the noblest blood of Christian Spain 
Hath bathed her soil to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die. 
And the stripling meet bis fate, 
Where the mountain- winds go sounding by, 
To the Roncesvalies' Strait. 

** In the gloomy Roncesvalles' Strait 
There are helms and lances cleft ; 

And they that moved at mom elat» 
On a bad of heath are left ! 

2 



14 SIE&E OF VALENCIA. 

Then'f muy s fair ronog face, 
Wliicfa Ihe war steed hatof^one o*er ; 
Al mauj a board dtere is kept a place 
For those that come no more !** 

** Alas ! for lore, for woman's breast, . 

If wo like this imist be ! 
— Hast Iboa seen a jooth with an eagle crest I 
And a white plame waving free ? 
With his proad qaick flashing eye, 
And his mien of knightly state ? 
Doth he come from where the swords flashM high, 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait ?*' 

** In the gloomy Ronces?alles^ Strait 

I saw and markM him well ; 
For noUy oo his steed he sate. 
When the pride of manhood fell ! 
— fiat it IS not ycuth which, tarns 
From the field of spears again; 
For the boy*s high heart too wiidly burns, 
Till it rests amidst the slain ."' 

^ Thou canst not say that Ae lies low. 

The lorely and the brave ; ' 
Oh • none could look on bis joyous brow, 
And think upon the grave ! 
Dark, dan perchance the day 
Hath been with valour's fate, 
But he is on his homeward way, 
From the Roncesvalies' Strait." 

** There is dost upon his joyous brow. 

And o'er his graceful head ; 
And the war-horse will not wake him nov^, 
Thoue^h it bruise his greensward bed ! 
— -1 hate seen the stripling die. 
And the strong man meet bis fate. 
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by, 
In the Roncesvailes' Strait !" 

Elm IN A enters. 

Elmina, Your songs are not like those of other days, 
Mine own Ximena .'—Where is now the young 
And buoyant spirit of the mom, which once 
Breath'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from all hearts ? 

Ximena. My mother, this 

■'^ ■•ot the free air of our mountain-wilds ; 
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Aod these are not the balls, wherein ipy voice 
First pour'd those gladdening; strains. 

Elmma. Alas! thy heart 

(I see it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free-wandeiing breezes of the jovous bills, 
Wbere ihy young brotbers, o*er the rock and heath, 
Bound in elad boyhood, e*en as torrent-streams 
Leap brichtly from (he heights. Had we not been 
Within £e8e walls thus suddenly begirt. 
Thou sbouldst have tracked ere now, with step as light, 
Their wild wood-paths. 

Ximata, 1 would not but have shared 

Tliese hours of wo and peril, thousfa the deep 
And sotonn feelings wakenipi^ at their Toice, 
Claim all the wrought-up spinC to themselres, 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm dstfa hush 
All floating whispery sound, all bird-notes wild 
O* th* summer forest, filling Mirth and heaven 
IVith its own awful music.— * And ^is well I 
Should not a heroes child be trainM to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
Li the fiz*d iace of Death without dismay f 

J^lmina. Wo ! wo ! that ought so gentle and so young 
Should thus be calPd to stand i'^the tempest's path, 
And bear &e token and the hoe of death 
On a bright soul so soon ! 1 had not shrunk 
From mine own lot, but thou, my child, sbouldst move 
As a light breeze of heaven, through summer-bowers, 
And^not o'er foaming billows. We are fall'n 
Oi daik and evil (}ays - 

Ximena. Ay, days, that wake 

All to their tasks !— -Tontb nny not loiter now 
In the green walks of sprinff ; and womanhood 
Is summon'd unto conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior souls. But we will take 
Our toils upon us nobly! Strength is bom 
In the deep silence of long-sofiering hearts i 
Not amidst joy. 

Eknina. Hast thou some secret wo 

That thus thou 8peak*st f 

Xhnena. What sorrow should be mine, 

Unknown to thee ? 

Elmina. Alas ! the baleful air 

Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks 
Through the devoted city, like a blight 



I 
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Amidst the rose-tiots of thy cheek bath iall*o, 

And wrought an early withering !-— Thou hast crossed 

The paths of Death, and minister*d to those 

O'er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 

Hath changed its |;lancmg sunbeam for a stitl, 

Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caught 

A wild and high expression, which at times 

Fades unto desolafte calmness, most unlike 

What youth's bright mien should wear. My gentle child ! 

1 look on thee in fear ! 

Ximena. Thou hast no cause 

To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel, 
And the deep tambour, and. the heavy step 
Of armed men, break on our morning draame; 
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave 
Are falling round us, and we deem it muqh 
To give them funeral-rites, and call them blest 
If the good sword, in its own stormy hour. 
Hath done its work upon them, ere disease^ 
Had chill'd their fiery blood ;— ^it is no time 
For the light mien wherewith, in happier honrs, 
We trod the woodland mases, when young leaves 
Were whispering in the gale. — My Father ccMiies— 
Oh ! speak of me no more. I would not shade 
His princely aspect with a thought less high 
Than his proud duties claim. 

GoKZALvz enters. 

Elmina. My noble lord .' 

Welcome frc»n this day's toil ! — It is the hour 
Whose shadows, as they deepen, bring repose 
Unto all weary men ; and wik not thoa 
Free thy ma i I'd bosom from the corslet's weight, 
To rest at fall of eve ? 

Gonzalez. There may be rest 

For the tired peasant, when the vesper-bell 
Doth send him to his oabin, and beneath 
His vine and olive, he may sit at eve. 
Watching his children's sport : but unto him 
Who keeps the watch place on the mountain-height, 
When Heaven lets loose the storm that chasten realms 
— Who speaks of rest ? 

Ximena. My father, shall I fill 

The winecup for thy lips, or bring the lute 
Whose sounds thou lovest f 

Gonzalez, If there be strains of power 
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To rouse a spirit, which io triumphant scorn 

May cast off nature*s feebleness, and hold 

Its proud career unshackled, dashing down 

Tears and fond thoughts to earth ; give voice (o those .' 

I have need of such, Ximena ! we must hear 

No melting music now. 

Ximena. I know all high 

Heroic ditties of the elder time, 
Sunsr by the n]Ountain-Christians,(l) in the holds 
Of W everlasting hills, whose snows vet bear 
The print of Freedom^s step ; and all wild strains 
IVherein thd dark serranos* teach the rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 
The praise of later champions. Wouldst thou hear 
The war-song of thine ancestor, the Cid f 

Gonxalex, Ay, speak of him ; for in that name is power 
Such as might rescue kingdoms ! Speak of him ! 
We are his children ! They that can look back 
P th^ annals of their house on such a name. 
How should they take dishonour bv the hand. 
And o*er the threshold of their (ather*s balls 
First lead her as a guest f 

Elmina, Ob,. why is- this f 

How my heart sinks ! 

Cronfudez. It must not fail thee yet, 

Daughter of beroes !-— thinejnheritance 
Jb strength to meet all conflicts, lliou canst number 
In thy long line of glorious ancestry 
Men, the bright offering of whose blood hath made 
The ground it bathed e*eo as an altar whence 
High thoughts shali rise for ever. Bore they got, 
* Midst flame and sword, their witness of the Cross, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror's robe, till th' infidel 
Overawed, shrank back before them ? — Ay, the earth 
Both call them martyrs, but their agonies 
Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope 
I^ naueht but dust — And earth dbth call them martyrs ! 
Why, Heaven but daim'd their blood, their lives, and not 
The things which grow as tendrils round their hearts ; 
No, not their children ! 

jBlmtfia. Meanest thou ?— know'st thou aught f 

* '* Serranosi'' mountaineers* 

2* 



18 SIEGE OP VALENCIA. 

I cannot utter it — My sons ! my sons ! 

Is it of them f— Oh ! wouldst thou speak of them ? 

Gonzalez. A mother's heart diiineth but too ^e\\ I 

Elmina. Speak, I adjure thee ! — ^I can bear it all. — 
Where are my children ? 

Gonzalez. In the Moorish camp 

Whose lines have girt the city. ' 

Ximma But they live ? 

— ^All is not lost my mother ! ' 

Elmina. Say, they live. 

Gonzalez. Elmina, still they live. 

Elmina. But captives I— They 

Whom my fond heart had imaged to itself 
Bounding from cliff to cliff amidist the wilds 
Where me rock -eagle seemM not more secure 
In its rejoicing freedom ! — And my boys 
Are captives with the Moor ! — Oh ! how was this ? 

Gonzalez. Alas ! our brave Alphonso, in the pride 
Of t>oyi8h daring. Left our mountain-hallst 
With his young brother, eager to behold 
The face of noble war. Thence on their way, 
Were the rash wanderers captiu'ed. 

Elmina. 'Tis enough. 

— And when shall they be ransomed ? 

Gonzalez. There is ask*d 

A ransom far too high. 

Elmina. What ! have we wealth 

Which might redeem a monarch, and our sons 
The while wear fetters .^—-Take thou all for them, 
And we will cast our worthless grandeur from us, 
As 'twere a cumbrous robe !— ^Why, thou art one 
To whose bffi^h nature pomp hath ever been ' 
Bdt as the plumage to a warnor's helm, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly ' And for me, 
Thou knowest not how serenely I could take. 
The peasant's lot upon me, so my heart. 
Amidst its deep affections undisturbed, 
May dwell in silence. 

Ximena. Father ! doubt thou not 

*>nt we wiy bind ourselves to poverty, 
Widi glad devots4fiess,if this, but this, 
May win them racl— Oigtnnt lu not, wj fitther ! 
We can bear all things. 
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Gonzalez. Can ye bear disgrace ! 

Ximena, We were not born for this. 

Gonzalez. Vio, thou sayst well ! 

Hold to that lofty faith. — My wife, my child .' 
Hath earth no treasores richer than the gems 
Tom from her secret cavertis ?-— If l)y them 
Chains may be riven, then let the captive spring 
l^ejoictng. to the light ! — But be, for whom 
Freedom and life may but be worn with shame, 
flath naught to do, save fearlessly to fix 
His steadfast look on the majestic heavens, ' 
And proudly die ! 

Ebnina, Gooz^IeE, loAo most die f 

Gonzalez ihitrriedly). They on whose lives a fearful price 
is set. 
But to be paid by tieason !— Is't enough ? 
Or must I yet seek words f 

ElnUna. That look saith more ! 

Tboa canst not mean — 

Gonzalet. I do ; why dwells there not 

Power in a glance to speak it .^•— They must die ! 
They-— must (heir names be told— Our tons must die 
Unless I yield the city ! 

Xirmna. Oh ! look up<! 

My mother, sink not thus ! — Until the grave 
Shut from our sight its victims, there is hope. 

Elmina (in a low voice.) Whose knell was in the breeze I 
— No, no, not fheits ! 
' IVbose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope ? 
•—And there is hope ! — ^I will not be subdued— 
I will not hear a whisper of despair ! 
For Nature is all-powerful, and ner breath 
Moves like a quickening spirit o*er the depths 
Within a &ther*8 heart. — Thou too, Gonzalez, 
Wilt tell me there is hope ! 

Gonzalez (solemnly.) Hope but in Him 

Who bade the patriarch lay his fair young son 
Bound on the shrine of sacrifice, and when 
The bright steel quivered in the fatbtr's band 
Just raised to strike, sent forth his awful voice 
Through the still cloads, and on the breathless air, 
Commandmg to wiChboid I**£arth has do hope, 
ItreitiwitbHim* 
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Eimma. Thou canst not tell roe this i 

Tboa lather of my sons, within whose han<is 
Slotb lie thf children's (ate. 

Otnxakt, If there have been 

Men in whose bosoms Nalnre's voice hath made 
Its accents as the solitary soond 
Of an o*er|iowennf torrent, §i[enctng 
Th* aostere and jet divine remonstrances 
Wiiispei'd by faith and honour, lift thy hands, 
And. io that Heaven, which arms the brave with strength. 
Pray that the father of thy sons may ne*er 
Be thds Ibund wanting ! 

Sandna. Then their doom is sealed ! 

Thoa wilt not save thy children ? 

ChnxaUx. Hast thoo cause, 

Wife of mv youth ! to deem it lies within 
The boonds of possible things, that I should link 
My name to that word— frotfor 7-^TbtBy that sleep 
On thdr prood battle-fields, thy sires and mine, 
Died not for this ! 

Xbnma. Oh, cold and hard of heart ! 

Thoo sbouldst be bom for empire, since thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human boods can fiee 
Its haughty flight .'—Men ! men! too much is yours 
Of vantage ; ye, that with a sound, a breathy 
A shadow . dius can fill the desolate space 
Of rcxrted up affections, o'er whose void 
Our j^earning hearts must wither - — So it is, 
Dominion most be won.' — Nay, leave me nol>— 
My heart is bursting, and 1 must be heard ! 
Heaven hath given power to mortal agony 
As to the elemeois m their hour of might 
And mastery o'er creation ' — Who shall dare 
To mock that fearful strength f— I tmui be heard ! 
Give me my sons ! 

ChnuaUt. That they mav live to hide 

With covering hands th' indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him 
They cau'd their father !— Was the oath, whereby. 
On th' altar of m^ feith, I bound myself, 
With an unswerving spirit to maiotam 
This free and christian city for my God, 
And for mv king, a writing traced on sand ? 
That passionate tears should wash it from the earth, 
Or e'en the life-drops of a bleeding heart 
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Eibce it, as a biUow fweept s«m 

The last lieht TetsePs waka ? — Timii never mora 

Let man's deep vows be trusted ! — ^though enforced 

By all th' appeals of hii^h reoiendirances, 

And silent cl •ims o* th' sepulchres, wherein 

Hts (atberff with their stainless glory sleep, 

On their good swords ! Think'st thou /feel no pnpgs ^ 

He that tuth given me sons, doth know the heart 

"Whose treasures he recalls. — Of this no mora. 

*Tis vain. I tell thee that th' inviolate cross 

Still, from our ancient temples, must look up 

Through the blue heavens of Spain, ihougn at its foot 

1 perira, with my race. Thou daresi not ask 

That I, the son of warriors*— men who died 

To fix it on that proud supreinacy — 

Should tear the sign of our victorious faith 

From iu hi^h place of sunbeams, for the Bloor 

In impious joy to trample ! 

Elmina, Scorn me not ! 

In mine extreme of misery !— Thou art sti x wg ^' ■ 
Thy heart is not as mine.— Mv brain grows wild ; 
I know not what I ask ! — And yet 'twere but 
An^ipating &te — since it mnst foil* 
That cross miusi foil at last .' There it no power* 
No hope within this city of the grave. 
To keep its place on high. Her sultry air 
Breathes heavily of death, her warriors sink 
Beneath their ancient banners, ere the Moor 
Hath bent his bow against them ; for the shaft 
Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its mark, 
Than the arrow of the desert. Ev'n the skies 
O'erhang the desolate splendour of her domes 
y^ ith an ill omen's aspect, shaping forth. 
From the dull clouds, wild menacmg forms and signs 
Foreboding rain. Man might be withstood. 
But who SMill cope with famine and disease. 
When leagued with armed foes !— Where now the aid. 
Where the long-promised lances of Castile ? 
— We are forsaken, in our utmost need. 
By heaven and earth forsaken ! 

GonzaUz. If this be, 

(And yet I will not deem it) we must fall 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to death, 
Through high conviction that (heir suffering land, 
By the free blood of martyrdom alone. 
Shall call deliverance down. 
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£bntna. Oh ! I have stood 

Beside thee throagh the beating storms of life, 
With the true heart of unrepinuie love, 
As the poor peasants mate doth cheerily, 
In the fMrch*d vineyard, or the harvest-field. 
Bearing* her part, sustain with him the heat 
And burden of the day ; — But novr the hour, 
The heavy hour is come, when human strength 
Sinks down, a toil-worn pileriro, in the dust, 
Owning that wo is mightier I — Spare me yet 
Tliis bitter cup, my husband ! — Let dotlcier, 
The mother ot^the lovely, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
0*er its falPn roses frying • 

ChUMttle*, Ui]j^ me not, 

Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast been (bond 
Worthjjr a biave man's love, oh ! uive me not 
To guilt, which through the midst of blinding tears, 
In its own hues thou seest not !^Death^may scarce 
Bring aught like this ! 

EMfMs. All, all thy gentle race, 

The beautiful beings that around thee grew, 
Creatures of sunshine ! WUt thou doom them all ? 
-^he too, thy dauHiter — doth her smile unmarkM 
Pass from thee, with its radiance, day by day ? 
Shadows are gathering round her — seest thou not ? 
The misty dimness or the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o*er her beauty, and the &ce which made 
The summer of our hearts, now doth but send. 
With every glance, deep bodings through the soul , 
Telling ofearly £aite. 

Chwaiet. I see a change 

Far nobler on her brow ! — She is as ooev 
Who, at the trumpet's sudden call, hath risen 
From the gay banquet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for the good spear and helm. 
Beseeming sterner tasks.-— Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laqgh'd upon th* awakening heart, 
E'en as morn breaks o'er earth. But far within 
Its full dark orb, a light hath sprung, whose source 
Lies deeper in die soul.— And let the torch 
Which but illumed the glittering pageant, &de i 
The altar>flame, i' th' sanctuary's recess. 
Bums quenchless, being of heaven f— She hath put on 
Courage, and &ith, and generous constancy, 
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Ev'a u a breastplate. — Ay, men look on ber* 

As sfai0 goes forth serenely to ber tasks, 

Binding tbe warrior's wounds, and bearing fresh 

Cool draoipbts to £ever*d lips ; they kx>k on her, 

Thos nwnng in her beaatifnl ariar 

Of ^nde fortitude, and bless the nir 

Majestic vision, and onmurmaring turn ; 

Unte their heavy toils. 

Elmma. And seest thou not 

In that hi^h faith and strong oollectedness, 
A fearful inspiration ?•— 7A^ have cause 
To tremble, who behold th* unearthly lixht 
Of high, and, it may be, prophetic tliought, ' 
Investing youth with grandeur! — From tbe grave 
It rises, on whose shadowy brink thy child 
Walts but a fatbw's hand to snatch her back 
Into the laughing Sunshine.—Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice 
Than ours dt>th ask, and will not be denied ; 
— His children's lives .' 

Ximena. Alas .'' this msy not be. 

Mother ! — I cannot. [Elsit Ximbna. 

Gimxalex. Mv heroic child ! 

— A terrible sacrifice thou claim'st, O God ! 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death ! 

Elmina, Is *t thus in thine ? 

Away ! — what time is given thee (o resolve 
On? — what 1 cannot utter ! — Speak ! thou know'st 
Too well what I would say. 

OonzaUz. Until— ask not ! 

The time is brief. 

Elmina. Thou saidst— -I heard not right— 

Gonzalez. The time is brief. 

lUmina. What ! must we burst all ties 

Wherewith the thrillins chords of life are twined ; 
And, for this task's fulfilment, can it be 
That man, iji his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To numt>er and to mete us forth the sands 
Of hours, nay, moments.' — Why, the sentenced wretch, 
He on whose soul there rests a brother's blood 
Pour'd forth in slumber, is allow'd more time 
To wean his turbulent passions from the world 
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His presence doth pollote ! — It is not thus ! 
We most have Time to school us. 

CfwwUez. We have but 

To bow the head In 'silence, when Heaven's voice 
Calls back the things we love. 

Ebnina, Lfivtl Love'— there are soft smiles and gentle 
words. 
And there are faces, skilful to put on 
The look we trust in — and Uis mockeiy all ! 
—A faithless mist, a desert-vapour, wearing 
The brightness of clear waters, thus to cheat 
The thirst that semblance kindled !— There is none. 
In all this cold and hollow world, no fount 
Of deep, strong, deathless love, save that within 
A mother's heart— It is but pride, wherewith 
To his fair son the father's eye duth turn. 
Watching his growth. A j, on the boy he looks, 
The briffbt glad creature springinfc in his path. 
But as the heir of his great name, the young 
And stately tree, whose rising strength ere long 
Shall bear bis trophies well. — And this is love! 
This is man'5 teve!— What marvel ?—you ne'er made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancy. 
While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 
His fair cheek rose andfelU and his bright hair 
Waved softly to your breast !— Foti ne'er kept watch 
Beside him, till (he last pale star had set. 
And mom, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 
On your dim weary eye ; not yours the foce 
Which, earl^ faded through fond care for him. 
Hung o'er his sleep, and, duly as Heaven's li^ht. 
Was there to ereet his wakening ! You ne'er smooth'd 
His couch, ne^r song hhn to his rosy rest, 
Caiwht his least whisper, when his voice from yours 
HacTleam'd soft utterance ; press'd your lip to his 
When fever parch'd it ; hush'd his wayward cricks, 
With patient, vigilai^t, never-wearied love ! 
No! these are woman's tasks !■— In these her jouth. 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 
Steal from her all unmark'd !— My boys ! my boys ! 
Hath vain aflection borne with all for this? 
—Why were ye given me? 

Qonxalex. Is there strength in man 

Thai to endure ?— That thoucouldst read, thro' aH 
Its depths of silent agony, the heart 
Thy voice ef wo doth rend ! 
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JSImtfia. ThjrlMart!--%hMurt!— Aw»y ! UfiMltnotnow/ 
But an hoar oomes to tame the mirhtjr man 
Unto the infent'a weakness ; nor ttiafl Heaven 
Spare jron that bitter chastening I — M»j yon live 
TV> be alone, when loneliness doth seem 
Most heavy to sustain I— Forme, my voice 
Of prayer and fruitless weeping shall be soon 
IVith all forgotten sounds ; my quiet place 
Low with my lovely ones, and we shall sleep, 
Though kings lead armies o'er us, we shall sleep, 
Wrapt in earth's covering mantle ! you the while 
Shall sit within ^our vast, forsaken halls. 
And hear the wild and melancholy winds 
Moan through their drooping banners, never mora 
To wave above your race. Ay, then call np 
Shadows — dim phantoms from ancestral tombs, 
But all— all glortouj'— <ronqueror8, chieftains, kings — 
To people that cold void ! — And when the strength 
From your right arm bath melted, when the blast 
Of the dirill clarion gives your heart no more 
A fiery wakening ; if at last vou pine 
For the glad voices, and the bounding steps, 
Once throi^h your home re-echoing, and the clasp 
Of twining arms, and all the joyous light 
Of eyes tmtlaugh'd with youth, and made yonr board 
A place of sunshine ;— When those days are come, 
Then, in your utter desolation, turn 
To the cold world, the smiling, faithless world, 
Which hath swept past you long, and bid it quench 
Your soul's deep thirst with fame / immortal /ome / 
Fame to the sick of heart !— « goigeous robe, 
A crown of victoiy, unto him mat dies 
r th' Imnmg waste, for water | 

Chmalez. This from thee ! 

Now the last drop of bitterness is pour'd. 
Elmitta — ^I forgive thee ! [Exit Elmina. 

Aid me, Heaven ! 
From whom alone is power !— Oh ! thou hast set 
Duties, so stem of aspect, in my path. 
They almost, to mv startled gaze, assume 
The hoe of things less hallow'd ! Men have sunk 
Unblamed beneath such trials !— Doth not He 
Who made as know the limits of our strength ? 
My wife ! mv sons !— Away \ I must not pause 
To give my heart one momeDt*s mastery thus ! 

[ExU GOKZALIZ. 
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Scene—The Aisle of a Gothic Church. 

Hbbnandkz, Gabcias, and others. 

HemandeM. The rites are closed. Now, vaUant meo, de- 
part, 
Each to bis place-* I may not say, of rest ; 
Your faithftil vieilsforyottr sons may win 
What must not be your own. Ye are as those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit But blessed be they who to il 
For after-days ! — All high and holy thoughts 
Be with you, warriors, thro' the lingering hours 
Of the night-watch ! 

Gardas. Ay, father ! we have need 

Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence 
Oar hearts against despair. Yet have I been 
From youth a son of war. The stars have looked 
A thousand times upon my couch of health. 
Spread 'midst the wild sierras, by some stream 
Whose dark-red waves look'd e'en as though their source 
Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins 
Of noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest 
Roll'd witib them to the deep. And iu the years 
Of my long exile and captivity. 
With the fierce Arab, I have watch'd beneath 
The still, pale shadow of some lonely palm, 
At midnight, in the deseK ; while the wind 
Swell'd with the lion's roar, and heavily 
The fearfubess and might of solitnde 
Press'd on my weary heart. 

HemandeM (thoug^h^uUy.) Thou little know'st 
Of what is solitude !~I tell thee, those 
For whom — in earth's remotest nook — however 
Divided from their path by chain on chain 
Of miehty mountains, and the amplitude 
Of rolling seas— there beats one human heart. 
There breathes one being unto whom their name ^ 
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound 
Heard o^r the din of lifi) ! are not alone ! 
Not on the deep, nor in the wild, alone ; 
For there is that on earth with which they hold 
A brotherhood of soul ! — Call him alone. 
Who stands shut out from this !— And let not those 
Whose homes are bright with sunshine and with love,. 
Pot OD the insolence M happiness, 
Glorying in that proud lot -—-A lonely hour 
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Is on its way to each, to all ; for Death 
Knows oo companionship. 

Ckarciag, I have look*d on Death 

In field, and storm, and flood. Bat never yet 
Hath aught weighed down my spirit to a mood 
or sadness, dreaming o*er dark auguries, 
Like this, our watch By midnight. Fearful things 
Are gathering round us. Death upon the eartli, 
Omens in Heaven !— The summer-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above ns, but at times, 
Catchinrsome corners fieiy hue of wrath, 
Marsbsu their clouds to armies, traversing 
Heaven widi the rash of meteor-steeds, the array 
Of spears and banners, tossing like the pines 
Of ^renean forests, when the storm 
^Doth sweep the moantaus. 

Hemandex. Ay, last night I too 

Kept vigil, guitng on the angry heavens ; 
And I &heid the meeting and the shock 
Of those wild hosts i' th* air, when, as they closed, 
A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles 
The thunder's path, fell o'er them. Then were flung 
Through the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth. 
And chariots seemed to whirl, and steeds to sink. 
Bearing down crested warriors. But all this 
Was dim and shadowy ; —then swift darkness rosh*d . 
Down on th* unearthly battle, as the deep 
Swept o*er the E^yptian^s armament. — I Io(A*d— 
And all that fiery field of plumes and spears 
Was blotted from heaven's face .' — I loOk'd again — 
And from the brooding mass of ckxids leap'd forth 
One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 
Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give 
Unto a rocking citadel !•— I beheld. 
And yet my spirit sunk not. 

Garcias. Neither deem 

That mine hath blench'd.— But these are sights and sounds 
To awe the firmest. — Know'st thou what we hear 
At midnight from the walls ? — Were 't but the deep 
Barbaric horn, or Mocrn^ tamboor*s peal. 
Thence might the warrior's heart catch impulses. 
Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears 
Are pierced by other tones. We hear the knell 
For brave men in their noon of strength cut down, 
And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge 
Faint swelling through the streets. Then e'en the air 
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Hath 8tmi|;e and fitful muniran of lament, 
As if the viewless watchers of the land 
Skh*d on its hollow breezes ! — To my soul, 
The torrent-rush of battle, with its dm 
Of trampling steeds and ringing oanoply, 
Were, slier these faint sounds or drooping wo, 
As the free sky's glad music unto him 
Who leaves a couch of sickness. 

Herrumdea (with aoUmniiy.) If to plunge 

In the mid-waves ol combat, as they bear 
Chaigers and speamien onwards ; and to make 
A reckless bosom's front the buoyant mark 
On that wild current, for ten thousand arrows ; 
if iAuf to dare were valour's noblest aimi^ 
Lijcfatly m^t fame be won .'—but there are things 
Which ask a spirit of more exalted pitch, 
And courage temper'd with a holier fire ! 
Well mayst thou say, that these are fearful times, 
Therefore be firm, be patient ! — There is strength. 
And a fierce instinct, e'en in cc»nmon souls, 
To bear up manhood widi a stormy joy. 
When red swords meet in lightning !-lbut our task 
Is more, and nobler !— We have to endure. 
And to keep watch, and to arouse a land* 
And to defend an altar !— if we fall. 
So that our blood make but the millionth part 
Of Spain's great ransom, we may count it joy 
Todw upon hflr bosom, and beneath 
The banner of her faith ? — Think but on this, 
And gird your hearts with silent fortitude, 
Sufleriog, yet hoping all things— Fare ye well. 

Gardas, Father, fiirewell. [BatuiU Gabcias and hi» 
foUowws, 

Hernandez. These men have earthly ties 

And bondage on their natures !•— To the cause 
Of God, and Spain*s revenge, they bring but half 
Their enemes and hopes. But lie whom Heaven 
Hath call'dto be th' awakener of a land, 
Should have his soul's affections all absorb'd 
In that majestic purpose, andpreSs on 
To its Ailmment, as a mountain-bom 
And a nughty stream, with all its vassal-rills 
Sweeps proudly to the ocean, pausing not 
To dally with the flowers. 

Hark! What quick step 
Comes hurrying through the gloom at this dead hour i 
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Elmika eniera. 

Ebmna. Are not all hoars as ooe to miseiy ? — ^Wby 
2%oald »he take note of time, for whom the day 
And night have lost their blessed attiibates 
Of snnwiinc and repose ? 

Hernandex. I know thy griefs ; 

Bat there are trials for the noble heart 
Wherein its own deep fountains must sopply 
A II it can hope of comfort Pity's voice 
Comes with vain sweetness to th* unheeding ear 
Of anguish, e*en as music heard a for 
On the green shore, by him who perishes 
*Midst rocks and eddjring waters. 

EbnitUL Think tbon not 

I sooght thee bot for pity. I am come 
For that which grief is privileged to demand 
With an imperious claim, from all whose form. 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto sufiering ! 
Father ! I ask thine aid. 

Hernandez. There is no aid 

For thee or for thy children, but with Him 
Whose presence is aroond us in the cloud. 
As in the shining and the glorious light. 

MUmina. There is no aid ! — ^Art thou a man of Ckid ? 
Art thou a man of sorrow — (for the world 
Both call thee such)— and hast thou not been taught 
By God and sorrow-— mighty as they are, 
To own the claims of miseiy ? 

Hemande*. Is there power 

With me to save thy sons.' — In^tore of Heaven .' 

Elmina. Doth not Heaven work its purposes by roan i^ 
I tell thee, thou canst save (hem ! — Art thou not 
Gonzalez* counsellor I — Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracles 

Hernandez. And therefore f — Speak ! 

The noble daughter of Pelayo*8 line 
Hath naught to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation's heritage. — Dust tbon i^rink f 

EUmina. Have pity on me, father !— I must speak 
That, from the thought of which, bot yesterday, 
I had recoilM in scorn ! — But this is past. 
Oh ! we grow hunible in oar agonies, 
And to the dost-^their birth-place—bow the beads 

3* 
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Thrtt ir«** 0** fT^mn iA f^krrf ?— 1 am weak— 
Mf t^UMUrtsar^ tn hrutonftbin I can bear, 

iitmditUtt. TkMrie are notanet lor weakness. Obcnr 

The anir/Mal ctdan. io their gathered mkfat, 
Af« huMt'im; Wfll» the fempeft ; and the lower 
Whkh r;a«MOt roeet iff dnrinf blast onst die. 
— '0«t thoa ba«( drawn thy norture froiD a ftem 
Uttwoni to bend or break. — Lift tby proud bead, 
VMlikUtf of f^io ^-Wbat wooldsttfaoa with diy lord ? 

KMna. IxmA not opoo me thns ! — 1 bare no power 
To tell thee. Take thy keen disdaio/al eye 
OfffrofH mf fOol ^— What ! am I sank to this ? 
I« wh/>M Mood spmog frdim heroes ! — How my sons 
Wilf Mom the mother that would brings disgrace 
On their maiestic line J— My sons ! my sons ! 
•*lfow is all else krgoiten !— I had once 
A babe that in the early spring-time lay 
9lckefihi|; «pon my bosom, till at last, 
When earths yoan|^ flowers were opening to the sao. 
Death simk on his meek eyelid, ana 1 deem'd 
All sorrow licht to mine !— But now tbe fate 
Of all my children seems (o brood above me 
In the dark thunder-clouds! — Ob ! i have power 
And foice unfaltering now to speak my prayer 
And miy last linrering hope, that tboa shouldst win 
The father io relent, to save his sons I 

Hernandez. By yielding up the city ? 

Elmina, Rather say 

By meeting that which gathen close upon us 
Perchance one day th«» aoorier ! — \%\ not so ? 
Must we not yield at last .'—How long'shall man 
Array his single breast against disease, 
And famine, and the sword ? • 

Hirnandt*. How long ?— While ho, 

Who iihadows forth his power more {gloriously 
In thr high deeds and fuficringv of (be soul. 
Than in the nrcDng heavens, with nil their stars, 
Or the far-sounding deep, doth Rpnd nbroad 
A spirit, which takes affliction for its mate, 
la the good cause, with solemn joy ! — How long ? 
i» And who art ihoUf that, in the littleness 
Of thine own selflih purpose, wouldst set bounds 
To the free current of all noble thought 
And genaroui action, bidding its bright wares 
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Be ttay*d, and flow do farther ? — But the Power 
Whose interdict is laid on seas and orbs, 
To chain them in from wandering, hath assignM 
No limits unto that which man*8 high strength 
Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 

Elmina. Oh ! there are times, 

When all that hopeless courage can achieve 
But sheds a mournful beauty o*er the fate 
Of those who die in vain. 

Herfumdtz. Who dies in vain 

Upon his country's waivfields, and within 
Tne shadow of her altars ?— Feeble heart ! 
I tell thee that the voice of noble blood, 
Thus pouv*d for faith and freedom^ hath a tone 
Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf 
Of death, shall burst, and make its high ajneal 
Sound uuto earth and heaven ! Ay, let the land. 
Whose sons, through centuries of wo, have striven. 
And perish*d by her temples, sink awhile, 
Borne down in conflict !— But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic sufiering, hath been sown 
On all her ancient hills; and generous hope 
Knows that the soil, in its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a glorious harvest ! — ^Barth receives 
Not one red drop, from faithful hearts, in vain. 

Elmina. Then it must be I—* And ye will make those lives. 
Those young bright lives, an offering — to retard 
Our doom one day ! 

Hertumiez, The mantle of that day 

May wrap the fate of Spam ! 

Elmina. What led me here ? 

Why did 1 turn to thee in my despair ? 
Love bath no ties upon thee ; what had I 
To hope from ihu thou lone and childless man i 
Go to thy silent home .'—there no voung voice 
Shall bid thee welcome, no light rootstep spring 
Forth at the sound of thine ! — What knows thy heart ? 

Hernandez. Woman ! how dar'st thou taunt me with my 
woes? 
Thy children too shall perish, and I say 
It shall be well .'—Why tak*8t thou thought for them ? 
Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs, and making night thy time 
Of care yet more intense, and casting health. 
Unprized, to malt away, i* th' bitter cup 
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Thou minglest for thjself !— Why, what hath earth 

To pay thee back for this? — Shall they not live, 

(If the sword apare them now) to prove how soon 

All love may be foicotten? — Years of tho«igbt, 

Loog faithful watcbings, looks of tenderness, 

Tjmt changed not, thoagh to change be this world^s law ? ' 

Shall thev not flush thy cbeieks with shame, whose blood 

Marks, e*en like branding iron f^-to thy sick heart 

Make death a want, as sleep to weariness? 

Doth not all hope end thusf — or e*en at best. 

Will they not leave thee f — ^far from thee seek room 

For th* overflowings of their fiery souls, 

On life's wide ocean ? — Give the bounding steed, 

Or the wing*d bark to youth, that his free coarse 

May be o*er hills and seas \ and weep thou not 

In thy forsaken home, for the bright world 

Lief all belbre him, and be sure he wastes 

No thought on thee ! 

JSlmina, Not so .' it is not so ! 

Tbou dost but torture me ! — My sons are kind, 
And brave, and gentle. 

Hemandeg. Others too have worn 

The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet; 
I will be calio, and thou dialt learn how earth, 
The fruitful in all agonies, bath woes 
Which far outweigh thine own. 

Elmina. It may not be ! 

Whose grief is like a mother's for her sons } 

Hemandes. My son lay stretcb'd upon his battle-bier, 
And there were hands Wrung o'er him, which had caught 
Their hue from his young blood .' 

Slmina. What tale is this ? 

Hernandez. Read yon no records in this mien, of things 
Whose traces on man's aspect are not such 
As the breeze leaves on water ?^-Lofty birth. 
War, peril, power ?— Affliction's hand is strong, 
If it erase the haughty characters 
They grave so deep ! — I have not always been 
That which I am. The name I bore is not 
Of those which perish !<— I was once a chie^ 
A warrior ! — nor as now, a lonely man ! 
I was a iaflwr ! 

lamina. Then thy heart can/eel .' 

Thoa wilt ham pHy * 
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Hernandez. Should 1 pitj thee ? 
TAy wos will pe!nh glorkMuly— their blood 

£&nma. Their blood ! my children'sblood !— Tboa speak^st 
as 'twere 
Of casting down a wine-cup, in the mirth 
And wanCooneii of feastine !— My fair boys ! 
—Man ! bait ihinu been a father? 

Htmandex, Let them die ! 

Let them die fiot0, thy children ! Bothylieart 
Shall wear their beautifnl image all andimm*d, 
Within it, to the last ! Nor shalt thou leam 
The bitter lesson, of what worthless dost 
An framed the idols, whose fiilse glory binds 
Earth's fetter on oar toals !— Thou think*8t it much 
To moom the early dead ; but there are tears 
Heavy with deeper an|;uish ! IVe endow 
ThoM whom we love, m our fond passionate bliodness, 
With power upon our souls, too absolute 
To be a mortal's trust ! Wid&in their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful, 
As they are strong, that wield it not to jpierce us ! 
— Ay, fear them, fear the loved !— Had I but wept 
O'er my son's grave, as o'er a babe's, where tears 
Are as spring aew-drops, glittering in the sun. 
And brightening the young verdure, /migfefttill 
Have love and trusted \ 

mnina {diiittix^Mtu,) But he fell in war ! 

And hath not glory medicine in lier cup 
For tlie brief pangs of nature ? 

Hefnandez. Glory !— Peace, 




young 

To h)ok upon the day-king—His quick blood 
Ev'n to his boyish cheek wuuld mantle up. 
When the lieavens rang with trumpets, and his eye 
Fladb with tlie spirit of a race whose deeds~ 
But this availeth not ! — Tet he was brave. 
I've seen him clear himself a path in fight 
As lightning through a forest, and his plume 
Waved like a torch, above the battle- storm. 
The soldier's guide, when princely crests had sunk, 
And banners were struck down. — Around my steps 
Floated his fame, like music, and I lived 
But in the lofty soun4. But when my heart 
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In ouv fmil ark h»d vootuPd all, 

) 1« 8e«in'd to stand betwcan mj so«l ) 

—Thau canie the thandarHMratx ! 

Kbninm* Tic 

And tha unquiet and forahodias sane 
That thui 'twill ever be, doft Uink ilaelf 
Darkly with all deep love !~-Be died ? 

HirmmdiM, Not ao ! 

—Death ! Death I—Why. earth sboaU be • 
To make that name ao feaifgil !— H«d be dii 
IVith his youue fame aboot him fer a abnnd, 
I had not learned the migbt of wony. 
To bring proud natures low !-^o ! be 





—Why do I tell thee this?— Wbat 
To learn bow passed the gloiy from i^ bouaa ? 
Tet listen !~He (brsook me <->He, fkat was 
As mine own soul, fioffsook me ^-tmanled ote 
The ashes of bis sires '—Ay, lewaed buHalf 
E'en with the inSdel, the curaa of Spam, 
And, for the dark ejre of m Moorish maid. 
Abjured his fiuth, bis God !— Now, talk of deaft ! 

Ebnma. Obtlcaapily 

Hernandez, There's mora to 
I braced the corslet o'er my hearts deep wohhI, 
And cast my tronbled spirit on the tide 
Of war and higlfeveats, whose storaay waves 
Migbt bear it up ham sinking ; 

Ebnmm, And ye OMt 

No mora? 

Hemandex, Be still !— We did !— we met ones more. 
God had his own high parpose to folfil. 
Or think'st thou that dje son in his bright heaven 
Had look'd upon such thiogs ? — We met once wutrc 
— That was an hour to leave its bghtning-maik 
Sear*d upon brain and bosom ! — there bad been 
Combat on Ebro's banks, and when the day 
Sank in red clouds, it faded from a 6eld 
Still held by Moorish lances. Night closed round, 
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow 
Of whose broad wine, e'en onto death I strove 
Long with a torban'd champion ; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance — and prevail'd. 
He fell my heart eiultcd-— and I stood 
In gloomy triumph o'er him — ^Nature gave 
No sign of honor, for 'twas Heaven's decree ! 
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He ttro^e to speak — bat I haddooc (he irork 

Of wnth too wt\\ — yet in his last deep moan 

A dieadftil something of (amiltar sound 

Cams o*er iot shnddeiing sense. — The moon looked forth. 

And I beheld — speak not ! — ^*twas he— hodj son ! 

Mj boj bj djme there ! He raised one riance. 

And kneir me — tor he soogfat with feeble hand 

To cover his glased eyes. A darker veil 

Sank o*er them soon. — I will not have thy look 

Fix*d on me thos ! — ^Away ! 

Clmauk Thoa hast seen this, 

TboQ hast dene this— and yet thou lir'st ? 

ffemande*. I live ! 

And know*st tboo wherefore ?— On my soul there fell 
A horror of g^at darkness, whith shot out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. 1 castaway 
The spear and helm, and made the cloister's shade 
The home of my despair. But a deep voice 
Came to me through the gloom, and sent its tones 
Far throogh my boeom*s depths. And I awoke. 
Ay, as the mountain cedar doth shake off 
Its weight oi wintry snow, e'en so I shook 
Despondence from my soul, and knew myself 
Seal'd by that blood wherewith iny hands were dyaid, 
And set apart, and fearfally mark'd out 
Unto a migh^ task ' — To reuse the soul 
Of Spain, as from the dead ; and to lift op 
The cross, her sign of victory, on the hills. 
Gathering her sons to battle ! — ^And mj votte 
Must be as freedom's trumpet on the winds. 
From Roncesvalles to the blue sea-waves 
Where Caipe looks on Afric ;, till, the land 
Have filled ner cup of vengeance ! — Ask rae nolo 
To yield the Christian city, that its fanes 
May rear ttie minaret in tfie face of heaven ! 
— ^BqI death sbsll have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Era th«t day come! 

Eimmm. I ask thee this no m^re, 

For T am hopeless now— Bat yet one boon — 
Hear me, by all thy woeii ! — ^Thy voice hath ptfwer 
Through tkia wide cit^ — here 1 cannot rest : — 
Aid me to pass the gates • 

Hemmndh' And wberfore ^ 

tlmina. Thou, 

Thst wert a father, aod art tyoyf — alone ■ 
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Canft ihou ask * whereibie ?*— Ask (he wntch wboie Munds 

Have not an hour to run, whose fiuling limbs 

Have bat one earthl j jouroe j to perfomiy 

"Why, on bis pathway to the place of death. 

Ay, when the very axe is glistening cold 

Upon his dizzy s^fat, his pale, parchM lip 

ImploTes a cup of water?— Why, the stroke 

Which trembles o*er him in itself shall bring 

Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 

Nature's last prayer ?— I tell thee that the thirst 

Which bams my spirit up is agony 

To be endured no more :— And I must look 

Upon my children's faces, I must hear 

Tbeir voices, ere they perish!— But hath Heaven 

Decreed that they nrnst perish ?— Who shall say 

If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 

Which prayers and tears may melt ? 

Hernandez. There !— -with the Moor ! 
Let Um fill up the measure of his guilt ! 
—'Tis madness all !— How wonldst thoa pass th* array 
Of armed foes f 

Blniina, Oh ! free doth sorrow pass, 

Five and onquestion'd, through a sufferuig world !(S) 

Hemondex. This must not be. Enough of wo is laid 
E'en now, upon thy lord's heroic soul. 
For man to bear, unsioking. Press thoa not 
Too heavily th' o'erburthen'd heart— Away ! 
Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for ttrengfli 
Up to Heaven's gate.— Farewell ! [Exit Hibranobk. 

JBUmina. Are all men thus ? 

— Wh^, wer't not better they should fall e'en now 
Than live to shut their hearts, in haughty scorn, 
Agtunst the suffisrer's pleadings?-— But no, no! 
Who can be like (hie mto^ that slew his sod, 
Tet wears his life still ptoudly, and a soul 
Untamed apon his brow ? i,^fUr a pauee.) 

There's (»e, whose arms 
Have borne my children in their infancjr. 
And on whose knees they sported, and whose hand 
Hath led than oft— a vassal of their nre's : 
And I will seek him : he may lead me aid, 
When all beside pass on. 

SIBOB HBABD WITHOUT. 

Iniou to thy rest art gone, 
H!|hllsan! and what are we. 
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White o*er our heads the stonn sweeps on, 
That we should moarii for thee ? 

Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried 800 of Spain ! 
To those that live, the lance and spear, 
And well if not the chain ! 

Be theirs to weep the dead 
As they sit beneath their vines, 
Whose flowery land hath borne no (read 
Of spoilers o*er its shrines ! 

Thou hast thrown off the load 
Which we must yet sostaiu. 
And pour our blood where thine hath flowed 
' Too blest if not in vain ! 

We give thee holy Ute, 
Slow knell, aud chaunted strain ! . 
— For those that fall to-morrow night 
May be left no funeral- train. 

Again, when trumpets wake, 
We noust brace our armour on ; 
But a deeper note thy sleep must break-— 
— Thoato thy rest art gone ! 

Happier in this than all 
That, now thy race is run. 
Upon thy name no stain may fall, 
Thy work hath well been 4ane. 

Elmina. " Thy work hath well been done .' so thou 
mayest rest ! 
"There is a solemn lesson in those words— 
But now I may not pause. [Exit Elmina. 

Scene-— A Street in the City, 

Hbrkakdxz, Gonzaliz. 

Hernandez, Would they not hear ? 

Gonzalez. They heard, as one that stands 

By the cold grave which hath but newly closed 
O'er his last friend doth hear some passer by. 
Bid him be comforted I—Their hearts have died 
Widiin them : — ^We must perish, not as those 
That fall when battle's voice doth shake the hills. 
And peal through Heaven's great arch, but silently, 
And with a wasting of the spirit down, 
A r(ti€nching,day by day, of some bright spaik, 

4 
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Which lit us on onr toils !— Reproach me not ; 
My sool is darlEenM with a heavy cloud— 
—Yet fear not I shall yield ! 

Hernandez. Breathe not the word, 

Save in proud scorn :— Each bitter day, o^erpaas'd 
By slow endurance, is a triumph won 
For Spain's red cross. And be of trusting heart ! 
A few brief hours, and those thattorn*d away 
In cold deniondence, shrinking from your voice. 
May crowd around their leader, and demand 
To be array'd for battle. We must watch 
For the swift impulse, and await its time, 
As the bark waits the ocean's. You have chosen 
To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance, 
When they were weary ; Jhev had cefet aside 
Their arms to slumber ; or a; knell, iust then: 
With its deep hollow tone, had made the blood 
Creep shudoering through their veins; or tJ»ey had caught 
A glimpse of some new meteor, and shaped forth 
Strange omens from its blaze. 

Ganzakx. Alas ! the cause 

Lies deeper in their misery !— I have seen. 
In my night's course through this beleaguered city, 
Things, whose remembrance doth not pass away 
As vapours from the mountains.*— There were some. 
That sat beside their dead, with eyes wherein 
Grief had ta'en place of sight, and shut out all 
But its own ghastly object. To my voice 
Some answer'd with a fierce and bitter laugh, 
As men whose agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of sufferance, by some reckless word^ 
Dront from the light of spirit.— Others lay — 
^Why should I tell thee, father I how despair 
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust .^-^And yet for this, 
Fear not that I embrace my doom—Oh God ! 
That 'twere my doom alone .'—with less of fix'd 
And solemn fortitude.— Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I by them 
Once more may consecrate my sword, ray life, 
•—But what are these .^— Who hath not dearer lives 
Twmed with his own ?— I shall be lonely soon- 
Childless ? — ^Heaven wills it so. Let us begone. 
Perchance befora the shrine my heart may beat 
Wi^ a less troubled motion. 

[Eaceuf^ Gonzalxz and HibkasIiiz. 
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Scene-^A tent in the Moorish Camp. 

Abdult.ah, Alphonso, Carlos. 

AbAuUah, These are bold words : bat hast thou look'd 
on death, 
Fair stripling ! — Chi thjr cheek and sunnjr brow 
Scarce fifteen summers of their iaoffhing course 
Have left light traces. If thy shaU haUi pierced 
The Tbez of the nrauotains, if thy step 
Hath climbed soiae eagld*s nest, and thou hast made 
His nest thy spoil, *tis much; — And fear*8t thou not 
The leader of the mighty ? 

Alpkonto. 1 have been 

Reared among fearless men, and 'midst the rocks 
And the wild hills, whereon ray fathers fought 
And won their batdes. There are glorious tales y- 

Told of their deeds, and I have learn'd them alL / 

How should I fear thee, Moor ? / 

AbdulkA. So, thou hast seen .*^ 

Fields, where the combat's roar hath died away 
Into the whispering breeze, and where wild flowers 
Bloom o'er forgotten mves !— But know'st thou aaght 
Of those, wbere swora from crossing sword strikes fire. 
And leaders are borne down, and rushing steeds 
Trample the life from out the mighty hearts 
That ruled the storm so late ?— Speak not of death, 
Till thou hast looked on such. 

Alphonm. I was not born 

A shepherd's son, to dwell with pipe and crook. 
And peasant men, amidst the lowly vales ; 
Instead of ringing clarions, and bright spears, 
And crested kni^ts ! — ^I am of princely race. 
And, if my father would have heard my suit, 
I tell thee, infidel ! that long ere now, ' 
I should have seen how lances meet ; and swords 
Do the field's work. 

AbduUah. Boy ! know'st thou there are sights 

A thousand times more fearful !— Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and mountains ring 
To battle-horn and tecbir.* — But not all 
So pass away in ^lory. Theie are those, 
'Midst the dead silence of pale multitudes. 
Led forth in fetters — dost thou mark me, boy ? 
To take their last look of th' ail gladdening suo, 

* Tetkir, the war*cry of tbe Moors and Arabs. 
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And bow, perchance, the stately head of youth, 
Unto the death of shame ! — Hadst thou seen thiS'— 

Alphonso {to Ckirlos.) Sweet brother, God is with us*"^ 
fear thou not I i 

We have had heroes for our sires— this man 
Should not behold as tremble. 

Abdifilah, The re. are means 

To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again, 
I ask thee, wilt thou, from beneath the walls^ 
Sue to thy sire for life ; or wouldst thou die, 
With this, thy brother.? 

Alphonso. Moslem I on the bills. 

Around my father*s castle, I have heard 
The mountain-peasants* as they dress'd the vines, 
Or drove the goats, by rock and torrent, home, 
Singing their ancient songs ; and these were all 
Of the Cid Campeador; and how his sword 
TiEOoa <3) clear*d its way through torban^d hosts, 
And captured Afric^s kings, and how he won 
Valencia from the Moor. (4>— I will not shame 
The blood we draw from him! , 

(j9 JIfbomA SokUer enters.) 

Soldier. Valencia's lord 

Sends messengers, my chief. 

Abdullah, Conduct them hither. 

{The Soldier goes out^ and re-enters with Elmina, 
disgttisedf and an Attendant.] 

Carlos {tpringine forward to the Attendant.) Oh ! take 
me hence Diego ! take me hence 
With thee, that I may see my mother's face 
At morning, when I w^ke. Here dark-brow'd men 
Frown strangely, with their cruel eyes, upon us. 
Take me witn thee, for thou art good and kind, 
And well I know thou lov'st me, my Diego! 

Abdullah. Peace, boy !— What tidings, Christian, from 
thy lord? 
Is he grown humbler, doth he set the lives 
Of these &ir nurslings at a city's worth f 

Alphonso (rushing forward impatiently.) Say not, he 
doth !^*- Yet wherefore art thou here ? 
If it be so-— I could weep with burning tears 
For very shame ! — If (his can be, return ! 
Tell him, of all his wealth, his battle-spoils, 
I will but ask a war-horse and a sword, 
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And that beside him in the mountain-chase, 
And in -his halls and at his stately tieasts, 
My place shall be no more ! — but ao I — I wrong, 
I wrong my father ! — Moor ! believe it not ! 
He is a champion of the cross and Spain, 
Sprung from the Cid ; — and I too, 1 can die 
As a warrior's high-born child ! 

Elmina. Alas! Alas! 

And wouldst thou die, thus early die, fair boy f 
What hath life done to thee, that thou shouldst cast 
Its flower awa^, in very scorn of heart, 
Ere yet the blight be come i 

Alphonso. That voice doth sound 

AbduUah, Stranger, who are thou ?— this is mockery ! 
speak ! 

Elmina {thromr^ qff" a mantle and helmet^ and' em- 
bracing her sons.) My boys ! whom 1 have reared through 

many hours 
Of silent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
Untold ana unimagined ; let me die 
lYith you, now I have held you to my heart. 
And seen once more the feces, in whose light. 
My soul hath lived for years ! 

Carlos. Sweet mother! now 

Thou shalt notleave us more. 

AbdiiUah. Enough of this ! 

Woman ! what seek'st thou here ! — How hast thou dared 
To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts f * 

Elmina. Thiuk'st thou there dwells no courage but in 
breasts 
That set their mail against the ringing spears. 
When helmets are struck down f — Thou little know*st 
Of nature's marvels !— Chief! my hear t is nerved 
To make its way through things which warrior-men, 
—Ay, they that master death by field or flood, 
Would look (MI, ere they braved ! — I have no thought. 
No sense of fear! — Thou'rt mighty ! but a soul 
Wound up like mine is mightier, in the power 
Of that one feeling, pour'd through all its depths. 
Than monarchs with their hosts ! — Am T not come 
To die with these, my children ? 

Abdullah. Doth thy faith 

Bid thee do this, fond Christian ?•— Hast thou not 
The means to save them ? 

4 * 
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JElnUna. I have prayers, and tears, 

And agonies !— aiid he^-my Gud— the God 
WhoM hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
To bow (he crested head— hath made these thing;s 
Most powerful in a world where all must learn 
That one deep language, by the storm calPd forth 
From (be bruised ree(M of earth !•— For thee, perchance, 
Affliction*s chastening lesson hath not yet 
Been laid upon thy heart, and thou may'st lo?e 
To see the creatures, by its might brought low. 
Humbled before thee. [She throws herself at his feet 

Conqueror ! I can kneel ! 
I, that drew birth from princes, bow myself 
£*en to thy feet ! Call in thy chieis, thv slaves 
If this will swell thy triumph, to behold 
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased ! 
Bo this, but spa re my sons ! 

Jllfhonso {attempting to rmse hsr.) Thou ihouldst not 
kneel ] 

Unto this infidel !— Rise, rise, my mother ! 
This sight doth shame our house ! 

Abdullah. Thou daring boy ! 

They that in arms have taught thy father*s land 
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty mien 
Unto another language. 

Elmina. Peace, my son .' 

Have pity on my heart ! — Oh, pardon. Chief! 
He is of nobl0 blood ! — Hear, hear me yet .' 
Are there no lives through which the shafts of Heaven 
May reach your soul ? — He that loves aught on earth. 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless .' 
Is it for those, whose frail mortally 
Must one day strive alone with God and death 
To shut their souls against th* appealing voice 
Of nature in her anguish ?— Warrior ! Man I 
To you too, ay, and haply with your hosts, 
By thousands and ten thousands raarshaird round, 
And your strong armour on, shall come that stroke 
Which the lance wards not .'-—Where shall your high heart 
Find refuge then, if in the da^ of might 
Wo hath lain prostrate, bleeding at your feet, 
And yon have pitied not f 

AbduUah, These are vain words. 

RbnineL Have you no children ?— -fear you not to bring 
The lightning on ttieir beads .''—In your own land 
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Doth no fond mother, from Ihe tents, beneath 

Your native palms, look o*er tl^ deserts oat. 

To greet yoor honoeward step ? — You have not yet 

Forgot so utterly her patient love — 

— For )8 not woman's, in all cUmcs, the same ? — 

That yoQ sho^uld scorn my prayer I— Oh Heaven .' his eye 

Doth wear no mercy ! 

Abdullah, Then it mocks yoa not. 

1 have swept o*er the mountains »f your land, 
Leaving my traces, as the visitings 
Of storms, upon them .' — Shall I now be stay'd ! 
Know, unto me it were as light a thing. 
In this, my course, to quench your children*s lives, 
As, journeying throc^ a forest, to break xAi 
The yoang wild branches that obstruct the way 
With their green sprays and leaves. 

Eknina. Are there such hearts 

Among thy works, oh God ? 

Abdullah. Kneel not to me. 

Kneel to yoar lord ! on his resolves doth hang 
His children's doom. He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words. 

Eknina {rising indignantly.) 
Speak not of noble men ! — he bears a soul 
Stronger than love or death. 

Alphonso (with exuUaiion.) 1 knew 'twas thus ? 

He could not fail ! 

Elmina, There is no mercy, none. 

On this cold earth ! — To strive with such a world. 
Hearts ^ould be void of love !-— We will go hence. 
My children f wc are summon'd. Lay your heads, 
In their young radiant beauty, once agam 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond the clouds which press us darkly round. 
Will yet have pity, and before bis face 
We three will stand together ! Moslem I now 
Let the stroke fall at oace I 

Abdullah. 'Tis thine own will. 

These might e'en yet be spared. 

Elmina. Thou wilt not spare ! 

And he beneath whose eye their childhood grew. 
And in whose paths they sported, and whose ear 
From their first lisping accents caught the sound 



44 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

Of that word— F<DrfA«r— once a name of lore- 
Is — --<MeQ shall call bim s^eod^M^ 

Abdullah. Hath the blast 

Of sudden trumpets neVr at dead of night, 
When the land's watchers fear*d no hostile step. 
Startled the slumberers from their dreamy world, 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been 
Steadfast as thine ? 

Elmina, There*s meaning m thine eye. 

More than thy words. v 

Abdullah (vointing to the city.) Look to yon towers and 
walls I 
Think you no hearts within their limits pine, 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To hurst the teeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance 7 

Elmina. Thou hast said too well. 

But what of this f 

Abdullah. Then there are. those, to whom 

The Prophet's armies not as foes would pass 
Your gates, but as deliverers. Might they not. 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest. 
Be won to welcome us ? — ^Your children's steps 
May yet bound lightly through their father's halls ! 

Aiphoneo (iruUgnanUy.) Thou treacherous Moor ! 

Elmina. Let roe not thus be tried 

Beyond all strength, oh Heaven ! 

Abdullah. Now, *tis for thee. 

Thou Christian mother ! on thy sons to pass 
The sentence — life or death ! — the price is set 
On their young blood, and rests within thy hands. 

Atphonso. Mother ! thou tremblest ! 

Abdullah. Hath thy heart resolved ? 

Elmina (eovering her face unih her hands.) 
Mv boy's proud eye is on me, and the things 
Which rush, in stormy darkness, through my soul, 
Shrink from his glance. ^ I cannot answer here. 

AbduUiih. Come forth. We'll commune elsewhere. 
Carlos (to his moiJier.) Wilt thoujgo ? 

Oh ! let me follow thee ! 

Elmina. Mine own fair child ! 

—Now that thine eyes have pour'd once more on mine 
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The light of their young smile, and ^7 sweet voice 
Hath sent its gentle music through my soul, 
And I have feTt (he twining of thine anns— 
— How shall I leave thee ? 

AbdiuUah. Leave him, as *twere but 

For a brief slumber, to behold his &ce 
At morning, with the sun's. 

Mphonso. Thou hast no look 

For me, my mother ? 

Eltnina, Oh ! that I should live 

To say, I dare not look on thee ! —Farewell, 
My first bom, fare thee well ! 

Alphonso. Yet, yet beware ! 

It were a grief more heavy on thy soul, 
That I should blush for thee, than o'er my grave 
That thou shooldst proudly weep ! 

Abdullah. Kirvy f we trifle here. The night wanes fast 
Come forth ! 

Ebhma, One more embrace ! Mv sons farewell I 

[Exeunt abdullah mth ilmina and her Attendant 

Alphonso. Hear me yet once, my mother ! 

Art thou gone ? 
Bot one word more ! [He rushes out, f (mowed by Carlos* 

ScenC'^The Garden of a Palace in Valencia. 

XiMBKA, Theresa. 

Theresa. Stay yet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtles wfaisperipg, and the limes. 
And shaking sweetness from the orange boughs, 
Than waits you in the city. 

Ximena. There are those 

In their last need, and on their bed of death, 
At which no hand doth minister but mine, 
That wait me in the city. Let us hence. 

Theresa. You have been wont to love the music made 
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds. 
Breathing of citron- groves. And will you turn 
From these to scenes of death ? 

Ximena. To me the voice 

Of summer, whispering through young flowers and leaves, 
Now speaks too deep a language ! and of all 
Its dreamy and mysterious melodies, 
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The breathing soul is sadness !— I ha^e felt 
That sununoiM throagfa my spirit, after which 
The hues of eaKh are changed, and all her sounds 
Seem frao^t with secret warnings.*— There is cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where death is busy, tanunf; warrior-hearts, 
And pouring winter tfaraugh the fiery blood, 
And fettering the Strong arm ! — For now no sigh 
In the dull air, nor floetmg cloud in heaven, 
No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf. 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
Some token to mv soul. — But naught of this 
Unto my mother f— These are awful hours ! 
And on their heavy steps, afflictions crowd 
With such dark ptressnre, there is left no room 
For one grief more. 

Thema. Sweet lady, talk not thus ? 

Tour eye this mom doth wear a calmer lighti 
Tbera'i laore of life in its clear tfemulous raj 
Than I have mark*d of late . Nay, go not yet ; 
Rest fay this fimntain, where the laurels dip 
Their glossy leaves. A fresher nde doth spring 
From ttie transparent waters, dasning round 
Their silverv spray, with a sweet voice of coolness, 
O'er the pale glistening marble. 'Twill call up 
Faint bloom, u but a moment's, to your cheek. 
Best here, ere you go forth, and I will sing 
The melody you love. 

THUxsA sings. 

Why is the Spanish maiden's grave 
So &r from her own bright land i 

The sunny flowers that o'er it wave 
Were sown by no Idodied hand. 

'Tis not the orange-bough that sends 

Its breath on the sultry air, 
'Tis not the mjrrtle-stem that bends 

To the breeze of evening there ! 

But the Rose of Sharon's eastern bloom 

Bv the silent dwelling fades. 
And none but strainers pass the tomb 

Which the Palm of Jndah shades. 

The lowly cross, with flowers o'ergrown, 
Marks well that place of rest ; 

But who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 
A sword, a helm, a crest ? 
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These are the trofdiies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear ! 
•^Some blossom plu£k*d, some faded leaf. 

Should grace a maiden's bier t 

Scorn not her tomb — denj not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
0*er that forsaken sepulchre, 

Banner and plume might wave. 

She bound the steel, in battle tried. 

Her fearless heart above. 
And stood with brave men, side by side, 

In the strength and faith of love ! 

That strength prevaiPd— Chat faith was blessMt 

True was the javelin thrown, 
Yet pierced it not her warrior's breast, 

She met it with her own ! 

And nobly won, where heroes fell 

In arms for the holy shrine, 
A death which saved what she loved so well, 

And a grave in Palestine. 

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread 

Its breast to the glowing air, 
And the Palm of Judah lift its head, 

Green and immortal there ! 

And let yon grav stone, undefaced, 

Widi its tropihy mark the scene,^ 
Telling the pilgrim of the waste. 

Where Love and Death have been. 

Ximma, Those notes were wont to make my heart beat 
quick. 
As at a voice of victory : but to-day 
The spirit of the stag is changed, and seems 
All mournful. Oh ! that ere mv early grave 
Shuts out the sunbeam, I might bear one peal 
Of the Castilian trumpet, ringing fcnrth 
Beneath my father's banner !i^n ^t sound 
Were life to you, sweet brothers !— But for me— • 
Come on—our tasks await us. They who know 
Their hours are numbered out, have little time 
To ^ve the vague and slumberous languor way, 
Which doth steal o'er them in the breath of flowen^ 
And whisper of soft windf . 
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Eluina enters hurriedljf^ 

Ehmiia. This air will calm mj spirit, ere yet I meet 
His eye, which must be met. — TIhni here, Ximeaa ! 

[She sfarfe back om seeing XimkKa. 

iVtmena. Alas ! mj mother ! lo that hnrryiog step 
And troubled glance I read — 

Elmina (tnldiy.) Thou read*st it not ! 

Why, who would live, if unto mortal eye 
The things lay glaring, which witfua our hearts 
We treasure up for &»d's ? — Thou read'st it not ! 
I sav, thou canst not !— There*s not one on earth 
Shall know the thoughts, which for themselves have made 
And kept dark places in the veiy breast 
Whereon be hath laid his slumber, till the hoar 
When the graves open ! 

Ximena* Mother ! what is this ^ 

Alas ! your eye is wandwing, and your cheek 
Flush'd, as with fever ! To yov woes the night 
Hath brought no rest. 

Elmina. Rest !— who should rest ?— -not he 

That holds one earthly blessing to his heart 
Nearer than life ! --No ! if this world have ai^t ^ 

Of bright or prectoos, lei not him who calls . 
Such things his own, take rest ! — Dark spirits keep watch. 
And they to whom fair honour, diivalrous fame. 
Were as heaven*s air, the vital element 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their souls 
Made marics ibr human scom .' — Will they bear on 
With life struck down, and thus disrobed of all 
Its glorious drapery ?— -Who shall tell us this ? 
— WiUAesobearit? 

Ximena. Mother f let us kneel, 

And blend our hearts in prayer .'—-What else is left 
To mortals when the dark hour*s might is on them f 
•—Leave us, Theresa.— -Grief like this doth find 
lU balm in solitude. \Exit Thbrbsa. 

My mother I peace 
Is heaven's beni^piant answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt thou kneel with me ^ 

Elmina. Away * 'tis but for souls unstainM to wear 
Heaven's tranquil image on their depths.— The stream 




18 joy 
■>Vifd, troubled joy !— -And who shall know, my child ! 



^ SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 49 

It 'is not happiness ? — ^Why, oar own hearts 
Will keep the secret close I — Joy, joy I if but 
To leave this desolate city, with its dall 
Slow knells and dii^s, and to breathe a^n 
Th' untainted mountain-air !— But hash I the trees, 
The flowers, the waters, must hear naught of this ! 

They are full of Toices, and will whisper things 

— >We*U speak of it no more. 

Ximena. Oh! pitying Heaven ! * ^ 

This grief doth shake her reason! 

Ebnina {starting) . Hark ! a step ! 

»Ti»— 'tis thy father's— come away— not now— 
He must not see us now ! 
Ximena. Why should this be ? 

GoNZALBZ enters^ and detains Elmina. 

Gonzalez. Elmina, dost thou shun me ?— Have we not, 
E'en from the hopeful and the sunny time 
When youth was as a gloir round our brows. 
Held 00 through life together ?— And is this. 
When eve is gathering round us, with the gloom 
Of stormy clouds, a time to part our steps 
Upon the darkening wild? 

Elmina (coldly). There needs not this. 

Why shouldst thou think I shunn'd thee ? 

Gonzalez. Should the love 

That shone o'er many years, th' unfadiug love. 
Whose only change hath been from gladdeaiug smiles 
To mingling sorrows and sustaining strength, 
Thus lightly be forgotten ? 

Elmina. Speak'st thou thus ? 

—I have knelt before thee with that very plea, 
When it avail'd me not ? — ^But there are things 
Whose very breathings on the soul erase 
All record of past love, save the chill sense, 
TO unquiet memory of its wasted faith, 
And vain devotedness !^-Ay ! they that fix 
Auctions perfect trust on aught of earth, 
Have many a dream to start from ! 

Gonzalez. This is but 

The wilduess and the bitterness of grief. 
Ere yet th' unsettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes all conflict vain. 

5 



iO ftlBOB or VALBNCIA. 

«— Hwk ! was then not 
A toond of diitMit tmrnpeti, far beyond 
Tho Moorifh lontf, and of another tone 
TInui lb' Africhom, Ximetta r 

Xhrmm. Oh^mrfttfaer! 

I kooir that hora too well>*^it bot tbe wind, 
Wbicii, with a fodden riting, bean its deep 
And wfice war'note from as, wafting it 
CerthilSrhttlf. 

Cyofiflsalfs, Alas ! this wo mnst be! 

1 do bat shako nf spirit from ito height 
80 starting it with hope!— But the dread boor 
ffiiall be met bravely still. I can keep down 
Yet fer a tittle wbila-«nd Heaven will ask 
No m o r e the pasilonale workings of my heart ; 
— Andthlno-BbDinaf 

EtmhUL 'T is— I am prepared. 

I tuMft prepared for all. 

OwuaUg, Oh, well 1 knew 

Thoo wooldst net iail me !»Not in vain my soal. 
Upon thy faith and ooarage, hath boilt up 
Unshaken trust 

Eimina {wUdly). Away !— thou know'st me not i 
Man dares too hr, his radiness would invest 
This oar mortality with an attribute 
Too high and awful, boasting that he knows 
Okie human heart? 

QonMdsM, These an wild words, but yet 

I will not doubt thee !— Hast thou not been found 
If oble In all things, pouring thv soul's light 
Undimm'd o*er everv trial r— And, as our fates, 
So must our names be, undivided !-»Thine, 
r tb* record of a warrior's life, shall find 
Its place of staiolew honour.— By bis side— — 




Goti«a^a;. Wherefore art thou thus ? 

Ebnina, my bekwed ! 

Ebnina, No more of love ! 

*«>Have I not said there's that within my heart, 
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Whenoo itfiUli as liTue fire would &U 
Upoa ma mcloMd wooiia ? 

Chnxaiex. Nay, ttft tliiiie eyei 

Tfauatl Bdajr md tkmr nrnmrngl 

Elmina. Never nora 

With a free tcmV— l^hathave I aaid f— >*twas naught ! 
Take thoa no heed ! The words of wretchedness 
Admit not scratinj. Wouldst thoa mark the speech 
Of troabled dieanii f 

Qomalix, I have seen thee in the hear 

Of thy deep spirit's joy, and when the breadi 
Of gfrief hung chilling roend tfaee ; in all chanKe. 
Bright health and drooping sickness ; hope and mr ; 
¥oath and decline ; but never yet, Ehnina, 
Ne*er hath thine eye till now shrank bttck peiturVd 
With shama or dread, from nune ! 

Ekmna, Thy glaaoe do4i ietrch 

A wounded hsarC too deeply. 

ChnsaUx. Hast thiNi then 

Aught to oooo^ ? 

£Mm. Whobathnot? 

OcnanUz. Till dils hour 

Thou never hadst !«-Yet haur me !-*by the free 
And onattain«ad ftme which wrape the doit 
Of thme hemic fc l hera 

This tome! 




Were spells, to call up, with each loftjr tone. 
The gnive*s most awful spirits, they would stand 
Powerless, before my anguish ! 

Gonzalez. Then, by her, 

Who there looks on thee in the pnri^ 
Of her devoted youth, aod o'er whose name 
No blight must fall, and whose pale cheek must ne*er 
Bum with that deeper tinge, caught painfully 
From the (]uick feeling of dishonour.— Speak ! 

Unfold this mystery !— By thy sons 

' Ebnma, My sons! 

And canst thou name them ? 

Chnzalez. Proudly .'-^Better far 

They died with all the promise of their youth, 
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And the fair honour of their house upon them. 
Than that with manhood^s high and passionate soul 
To fearful strength unfolded, tliey should live, 
BarrM from the lists of crested chivalry. 
And pining, in the silence of a wo, 
Which from the heart shuts daylight ;•— o*er the shame 
Of those who gave them birth ! — but thou couldst ne'er 
Foi^et their lofty claims ! 

Elmina (toildly). 'Twas but for them ! 

'Twas for them only .'—Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime ?— And be who made us, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives, 
Which bear down reason I 

Gonzalez. Thou, whom I have loved 

"W^th such high trust, as o'er our nature threw 
A glory , scarce allowed ;-— What bast thou done f 
— Ximena, go thou hence I 

Elmma, No, no ! my child ! 

There's pity in thy look !— All other eyes 
Are full of wrath and scom !— Oh ! leave nje not ! 

Chnzalez. That I should live to see thee thus abased h 
— Yet speak f ^ What hast thou done f ^ 

Elmina. Look to the gate ! 

Thou 'rt worn with toil— But take no rest to-night ! 
The western gate .'•^Its watchers have been won— 
The Christian city hath been bought and sold ! 
They will admit the Moor ! 

Cronzalez. They have been won ! 

Brave men and tried so long ! - Whose work was this ? 

Elmina. Think'st thou all hearts like thine?— Can mothers 
stand 
To see their children perish ? 

Gonzalez. Then the guilt 

Was thine ? 

Elmina. >— Shall mortal dare to call it guilt f 

I tell thee. Heaven, which made all holy things, 
Made naught more holy than the boundless love 
Which fills a mother's heart !— I say, 'tis wo 
Enough, with such an aching tenderness, 
To love aught earthly .'-—and in vain ! in vain I 
—We are press'd down too sorely .' 

Gonzalez (in a low desponding voice)'. Now my life 
Is struck to worthless ashes !— In my soul 
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SwpicHXi hftth ta*8o root. The nobleiien 

Hsiioefortfa is blolted from all hnmaa brows, 

And fearful power, a dark aod troublous gift. 

Almost like prophecy, is poor*d upon me. 

To read the g:ailt7 secrets la each eve 

That once Iook*d bright with truth ! 

^,^ —Why thea I have gaiaM 

vvhat mea call wisdom!— A sew seoie, to Which 

All Ules that s{ttak of high fidelity, 

Aad holy courage, and proqd bononrt trwd, 

Searched, aod found steadfast, even to maityrdom. 

Are food for mockery I—Why should I not cast 

From my thiooM locks the wearing hehn at once. 

And in the heavy sickness of my soul 

Throw the sword down for ever ?— Is there aught 

In all this world of gilded hoUowness, 

Now the brip^ht hues drop off its loveliest things. 

Worth striving ibr again f 

Xtmena. Father ! look up ! 

Turn unto me, thy child ! 

Chnzalez. Thy fece is feir; 

And tiath been unto me, in other days, 
As momine to the joumeyer of the deep ; 
But now—'tis too like hers! 

Elmma {faUing at kuftgf). Wo, shame and wo 
Are on me in their might !— -ibrgive, fevgive ! 

Gonzalex {ttarUng up). Doth the Moor deem that /have 
part or snare. 
Or counsel in this vileness?— Stay roe not ! 
Let go thy hold — ^'tis powerless on me now — 
I linger here, while treason is at work ! [Eaeit Gonzaliz. 

Elmina. Ximena, dost ihou scorn me ? 

Ximena. I have found 

In mine own heart too much of feebleness. 
Hid, beneatii many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom naught can blind ;«— to dare do aught 
But pity thee, dear mother ! 

Elmina, Blessings light 

On thy fair head, my gentle child, for this ! 
Thou kind and merciral !— My soul is faint — 
Worn with long strife !— Is (hiere aught else to do, 
Or suffer, ere we die ?^0h God ! m^ sons ! 
•>— 1 have betray'd them ! — All their mnocept blood 
Isonroysoul! / 

5* ' 
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Zimena, How shall 1 comfort thee ? 

— Oh ! hark ! what sounds coine deepening on the wind. 
So full of solemn hope ! 

{A procession of JVunj passes across the Scene, bearutff 

relies J and chanting.) 

Chant. A sword is on the land ! 
He that bears down yoong tree and glorious flower, 
Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in power! - 

— Where is the warrior*8 hand ? 
Our steps are in the shadows of the grave, 
Hear us, we perish ! Father, hear, and save I 

Iff in the days of song. 
The days of gladness, we have caird on thee. 
When mfrthfal voices rang from sea to sea. 

And jovous hearts were strong ; 
Now, that alike the feeble and the brave 
Must cry, " We perish !" — Father ! hear, and save ! 

The days of song are fled ! 
The winds come loaded, wafting dirge-notes by. 
But they that linger soon unmoum*d must die; 

— The dead weep not the dead ! 
— ^Wilt thou forsake us 'midst the stonny wave ? 
We sink, we perish !— Father, hear, and save! 

Helmet and laoce are dust I 
Is not the strong man withered from our eye ? 
The arm struck down that held our banners high ? 

—Thine is our spirit's trust ! 
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave ! 
Do we not perish ?— Father, hear, and save ! 

Hernandbk enters.. 

Elmina. Why comest thou, man of vengeance ?<~What 
have I 
To do with thee ?— Am I not bow'd enough? 
Thou art no mourner's comforter ! 

Hernandez. Thy lord 

Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart ! 
He bids thee seek him not, but lay thy woes 
Before Heaven's altar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with God. 

lamina. Till this day's task 

Be closed ! — there is strange triumph in thine eyes*— 
Is it that I have tfallen from that high place 
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Whereon 1 stood in fame f^— But I can feel 

A wild and bitter pride in thus bein^ past 

The power of thy dark glance ! — My spirit now 

Is wound about by one sole mighty grief; 

Thy scorn hath lost its sting.— Thou mayst reproach— 

Hernandez. I come not (o reproach thee. Heaven doth 
work 
By many agtencies ; and in its boar 
There is no insect which the summer breeke 
From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may Serve 
its deep unsearchable purposes, as well 
As the great ocean, or th* eternal fires, 
Pent in earth's caves ! — Thou hast but speeded that, 
Which, in th' infatuate blindness of thy heart. 
Thou wouldst have trampled o'er all holy ti^s« 
But to avert ope day ! 

EHmina. My senses fail — 

Thou saidst^—^peak yet again !•— I could not catch 
The meaning of thy words. 

Hernandez. E'en now thy Lord 

Hath sent our foes defiance. On the walls 
He stands in conference with the boastful Moor, 
And awful strength is with him. Through the blood 
Which, this day must be pour'd in sacrifice 
Shall Spain be free. On all her oUve-hills 
Shall men set up the battle-sign of fire, 
And round its blaze, at midnight, keep the sense 
Of vengeance wakeful in each other's hearts 
E'en with thy children's tale ! 

Ximena. Peace, father I peace ! 

Behold she sinks ! — the storm hath done its work 
Ifpon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her hence. [Tkey lead her away. 

Scene — A Street in Valencia. Several Groups of Citizens 
and Soldier St many of them lying on the Steps of a Church. 
.Arms scattered ofi the Ground around them. 

An old Citizen. The air is sultry, as with thunder-clouds. 
I left my desolate home, that I might breathe 
More freely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
With this hot gloom o'erburthen'd. I have now 
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends, 
Will bring the old man water from the fount, 
To moisten his parch'd Up ? [A Citizen goes out. 
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Second CUism. This waitimg nage. 

Good Fathec Lopes* hath gone hard with yoa ! 
'Tis lad to hear no yoices uroogh the houae. 
Once peopled with fair mis ! 

Third Citizen. Why, bettor tims, 

Than to be haunted with their famished cnety 
E*eD in your veiy dreams ! 

Old Citiggn. Heayen*8 will be done ! 

These are dark times ! I have not been alone 
In my afflictioo. 

Third CiiisKen {with bUUrtuss.) Why, we have bat 

this thought 
Left for our gloomy comfort !— And 'tis well ! 
Ay, let the balance be a while struck eyen 
Between the noble's palace, and the hot, 
Where the worn peasant sickens !— They that bear 
The humble deaa unhooonr'd to their homes, 
Pkss now i* th' street no k>rdly bridal train. 
With its exulting music ; and the wretch 
Who on the marble steps of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in his last need 
And agony of famine, doth behold 
No scornful guests, with their loi^ purple robes. 
To the banauet sweeping by. Why, this isjust ! 
These are the days when pomp is made to feel 
Its human mould • 

Fourth Citizen, Heard you last night the sound 

Of Saint Jago's bell ?— How sullenly 
From the great tower it peal*d ? 

Fifth CiUgen. Ay, and 'tis said 

No mortal hand was near when so it seemM 
To shake the midnight streets. « 

Old CUizen. Too well I know 

The sound of coming fate I — ^'Tisever thus 
When death is on his way to make it night 
In the Cid's ancient house.(5) — Oh ! there are things 
In this strange world of which we have all to learn 
When its dark bounds are pass'd.— Yon bell, untouched, 
(Save by hands we see not> still doth speak — 
-—When of that line some stately head is mark'd—- 
With a wiM hollow peal, at dead of night. 
Rocking Valencia's towers. I have heurd it oflt. 
Nor known its warning false. 

Fowrih CtKssn. And will ear chief 

Bqj the price of bis fair children's blood 
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A few more days of pining wretcbedoess 
For this forsaken citj ? 

Old Citizen. Doubt it not ! 

— But with that ransom he may purchase still 
Deliverance for the land .'—And yet 'tis sad 
To think that such a race with all its fame, 
' Should pass away !-«For she, his daughter too. 
Moves upon earth as some bright thing whose time 
To sojourn (here is short. 

Fi/tk Citizen, Then wo for us 

When she is gone ! — Her voice— the very sound 
Of her soft step was comfort as she moved 
Through the still bouse of mourning .'—Who like her 
Shall give us hope again? 

Old Citizen. Be still ! she comes, 

And with a mien how changed .'-—A hurrying step, 
And a flush*d cheek !— What may this bods f~-Be sUU ! 

XiMENA enters, with Attendants carrying a Banner, 

Xitnena. Men of Valencia ! in an hour like this, 
What do ye here ? 

A Citizen. We die ! 

Ximena. Brave men die now 

Oirt for the toil, as travellers suddenly 
Bv the dark night overtaken on their way ! 
lliese days require such death !- It is too much 
Of luxury for our wild and angiT times, 
To fold the mantle round us ana to sink 
From life, as flowers that shut up silently, 
When the sun's heatdoth scorch them !— Hear ye not ^ 

^ Citizen. Lady ! what wouldst thou with us ? 

JGmenck. Rise and arm I 

E'en now the childi«n of ^our chief are led 
Forth by the Moor to perish ! — Shall this be, 
Shall the high sound of such a name be hush*d, 
V iW land to which for ages it hath been 
A battle' word, as ^twere some passing note 
Of shepherd -music? — Must this work be done, 
And ye lie pining here, as men in whom 
The pulse which God bath made for noble thought 
Can so be thrilPd no longer? 

Citizen. 'Tis even so \ 

Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breathM upon us, 
Our hearts beat faint and low. 
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Xtmmo. A» ye 80 poor 

Of aoulf my countrymen ! that ye can draw ^ 
Strength from no deeper soarce than that whi^ leads 
The red blood mantling through the joyous yeisis. 
And givet the fleet step wings ?— WhT.how ha?e age 
And sensitive womanhood ere now endnred, 
Throug)\ pangs of searching fire, in some proud caoset 
Blessing that agony ?— Think ye the Power 
Which bore them nobly up, as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his sway, was earthly, of this eartf^ 
This dull mortality ?— Nay, then look on ne ! 
Death's touch hath maricM me, and I stand eBiflW ywi. 
As one whose place, i* th* Muhine of yew worid. 

Shall soon be left to fill !•*-] say, the braath 
Of th* incense, ikatiM through von &ne, shall scarce 
Pus from yoar path before ma ! But even now. 
I have that within nt^kiiMUiagavoQrik the dusi, , 
1/Vhich fiwi all time hath nude higtt deeds its yoice 
And token to the natkBS !— Look on «w ! 
Why hatk Hearan ponr»4 Mb oounce. <» • ^ame 
Wasdng the womsiush hMrt, which moBt be Miird 
Tet sooner for its swift cooanming brightness, 
If not to shame your douht, and yoar despair. 
And your soul's torpor f— Tet, ariaa and aim ! 
It may not be too late. 

ACUiMUi. i;trhy,wfaatarewe, 

To cope with hosts ?^^TIns faint, and woiii» and few, 
0*emumber'd and forsaken, is't for us 
To stand against tibs migfa^? 

SSmtma. And for whom 

Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From their high blaces, made the feaHulness, 
And eyer-wakcfm presence of his power. 
To the pale starded earth roost manifest. 
But for the weak ?— Wa8*t for the hehn'd and croiwn*d 
That sons were 8tay*d at noonday ?— Stonaay seas 
Asa xill parted?— MaiTd archangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kings with death? 
*-I tell you, if these marvels have been done, 
Twas for the wearied and the oppress'd of men. 
They needed such !— And generous feith hath power 
By her prevailing spirit, e*en yet to work 
Deliverances, whose tale shall live with those 
Of the gxeat dder time !— Be of good heart! 
Who is forsaken ?— 'He diat gives the thought 
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A place widim bis breast !--"I*i8 not for yoa. 
•~-Ejiow ye this banner .' 

CtHtens (jnurmuring to each othtr). Is die not inspired ? 
Doth not Heaven call as by her fenrent voice ? 

Xmunu, Know ye this banner f 

CUizent, Tis the Ci^s. 

XSmena, TheCid's! 

Who breathes that name bat in th' exalting tone 
Which the heart rings to ?— Why, the very wind 
As it swells out the aoble standard's fold 
Hath a triooiphant sound ! - The Cid's !— it mored 
Even as a sign <^ victory tbroo^h the land. 
From the free skies ne'er stoopmg to a fee ! 

Old OUizen. Can ye still pause, my brethren ?--Oh ! (hat 
youth 
Through this worn frame were kindling once again ! 

Ximtna. Ye linger still !— >Upon this venr air, 
He that was bom in happy hoar for Spain,(o) 
Pour'd forth his conquering spirit !«-*Twa8 the breeze 
From year own mountains which came down to wave 
This banner of his battles, as it droop'd 
Above the champion** death-bed. Nor even then 
Its tale of glorv closed. —They made no moan 
O'er the dead hero, and no diige was 8ung,(7) 
Bat the deep tambour and the shrill horn of war 
Told when the mighty pass'd !— They wrapt him not 
With the pale diroud, but braced the wamor*8 form 
In war array, and on his barbed.steed. 
As for a triampb, rear'd him ; marching forth 
In the hosh'd midaigfalfrom Valencia's walls, 
Beleagaer'd then as now. All silently 
The stately funeral moved :<— but who was he 
That followed) charging on the tall white horse. 
And with the solemn standard, broad and pale. 
Waving in sheets of snow-light ?— -And the cross, 
The bloody cross, for-blazine frcmi his shield. 
And the fierce meteor-sword? They fled, they fled ! 
The sings of Afric, with their countless hosts. 
Were dust in his red path !-— The scimitar 
Was shivered as a reed !— -For in that hour 
The warrior'Saint that keeps the watch for Spain, 
Was ann'd betimes !— -And o'er that fiery field 
The Old's high banner stream'd all joyously, 
For still its lord was there ! 
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CitiMtns (fiiing tttmuUuously). ' Even unto death 
Agftin it thai] be follovr'd ! 

Ximtna, Will he see 

Tile noble stem bewn dowo, tbe beacoo light 
IVhicb bis house for ages o*er the land 
Hath fhooe through cloud and storm, thus quenched at once ? 
Will be not aid his children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril ? — Awful power 
Is with the holv dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot burst • 
—If it a thing foi^otten, how he woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great oanger ?— At the night*s mid-watch 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hollow-echoing streets, 
As with the heavy tramp of steeUclad men, 
By thousands marching through ! — For he had risen • 
TiieCampeadorwas on his march again. 
And in his arms, and followed by his iiosts 
Of shadowy spearmen ! — He had left the world 
From which we are dimly parted, and gone forth 
And calPd his buried warriors from their sleep, 
Gathering them round him to deliver Spain ; 
For Afric was upon her ! — Morning broke — 
Day rush'd through clouds of battle ;»— but at eve 
OorGod had triumphed, and the rescued land 
Sent op a shout of victory from the field, 
That rocked her ancient mountains. 

Tfte CfiHxens. Arm ! to arms ! 

Onto our chief! We have strength within as yet 
To die with our blood roused ! Now, be the word. 
For the Cid*8 house \ [They begin to arm themselves, 

Xmena. Ye know his battle-song ! 

The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth 
To strike down Paynim swords ! (.She sings) 

THB CID*S BATTLB SORO. 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout, 
And the horn o*er toe blue seas ringing out, 

He hath marshallM his dark array - 

Shout through the vine-clad land *■ 
That her sons on all their hills may hear. 
And sharpen tbe point of the red-wolf'spear, 

And the sword for the brave man's hand ' 
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{The CiUzens join in the song, while they corUimue arming 

themselvee.) • 

Banners are in the field I 
The chief ranst rise from his joyous board, 
And lum from the feast ere the wine be pourM, 

And take up his father*s shield ! 

The Moor is oa his wsy ! 
Let the peasant leave his olive^ground, 
And the goats roam wild through the pine-woods 
round! 

— There is nobler to-day ! 

. S^nd forth the trumpet's call f 
Till the bridepproora cast the goblet down, 
And the mamage-robe and the floweiy crown, 

And arm in the banqnet-haH ! 

And stay the funeral-train ! 
Bid the chanted mass be hush*d awhile, 
And the bier laiddown^in the holy aisle. 

And the rooumeirs girt for Spain ! 

^They take up the bann&, und foOou) Ximbra out. Their 
voices are heard gradually dying away at a distance.) 

Ere nieht, i^ust swords be red ! 
It is not an hour for knells and tears, 
But for helmets braced, and serried spears! 

To-morrow for the dead! 

The Cid is in array ! 
His steed is barbed, his plume waves high. 
His banner is up in the stMiny sky, 

Now, joy for the Cross to-day ! 

Scene^The WaUs of the City, The Plenn beneath^ with 
the Moorish Camp and Army. 

GoNZALm, Gabcias, HiBlf andxz. 

(j9 toild Sound qf Moorish Music heard from heUno.) 

Hernandez. Wjiat notes are these in their deep mournful- 
ness 
So strangely wild ? 

Garcias, 'Tis the shrill melody 

Of the Moor's ancient death-son^. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound ; but, till this hour, 
It seemM not fearful. Now, a shuddering chill 
Comes o'er me with its tones. — Lio ! from yon tent 
They lead the noble boys ! 
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Hemandee. The youiig, and pure, 

A nd bcauUful victims !— 'Tis on things like these 
We cast our hearts in wild idolatry, 
Sowing the winds with hope !— Yet this is well. 
Thus brightly crown'd with life's most gorgeous flowers. 
And all unblemished, earth should offer i^> 
Her treasures unto Heaven^! 

Garcitado Oonxaiez), My chief, the Moor 
Hath led your children forth. 

Gonxale* {starting.) Are my sons there ? 
I knew they could not perish ; for yon Heaven 
Would ne'er behold it !— Where is he that said 
I was no toore a father.?— They look changed-- 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison house I 
Or is 't mine eye sees dimly ?~But their stejps . 
Seem heavy, as with pain. — I hear the clank — 
Oh God ! their limbs are fetter'd ! 

Abdullah i^orftingforvoard beneath the walls). Christian ! 
look 
Once more upon thy. children. There is yet 
One moment for the trembling of the sword, 
Their doom is sUll with thee. 

Qongalex. ♦ Why should diis man 

So mock us with the semblance of our kind? 
»Moor ! M«x)r! thou dost too daringly provoke 
In thy bold cruelty, th' all-judging One, 
Who visits for such things!— Hast thou no sense 
Of thy frail nature ?— *Twill be taught|thee yet. 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul, 
Darkly ana heavily, pour itself on thine. 
When thou shalt cry for mercy from the dust, 
And be denied ! . . 

Abdullah, Nay, is it not thyself. 

That hast bo mercy and no love within thee ? 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

Ganxale* (in violet emotion). Ip Jt Heaven's.will 
To try the dust it kindles for a day. 

With infinite agony!— How have I drawn , ,. 

This chastening on my head !— They bloom'd around me. 
And my heart grew too fearless in its joy. 
Glorying in their bright promise !— If we fall. 
Is (here no pardon for our feebleness.^ 

(Hemandex, withwt making, holds vp a Cross be- 
farehmh 



I 
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MduUah, Speak ! 

GonxaUz (anatefung^ the CrosSf and l^mg it vp). Let 
the earth be shaken through its depths. 
Bat this must triamph ! 

Abdullah (.coldly). Be it as tfaoa wilt. 

— ^Uosbeath thd scimitar ! [To hit Guards. 

Gareias (to Gonzaiez). Away, my chief! 

This is your place no looger. There are thin^ 
No humaq heart, though battle proof as yours, 
UnmaddenM may sustain. 

GonzdUx. Be still! I bare now 

No place on earth but this ! 

Alphonso (from beneath}. Men ! give me way. 
That I may speak foi^ once before I die ! 

Gardas. The princely boy I — How gallantly his brow 
Wears its^h nature in the fac^e of death ! 

Alphonso. ' Father? 

CfonzcUez. My 9011 • my son ^mine eldest-bom ! 

Alphonso, Stay but upon the ramparts I— Fear tliOB iiot*-« 
There is good courage in me : oh ! mnr father I 
I will not shame thte !— only let me nil 
Knowing thine eye looks pro<!idly on thy child. 
So shall my heart have strength. 

Gwualeg. Would, would to God, 

That I might die for thee, my noble boy ! 
Alphonso, my &ir son ' 

Alphonso. Could I have lived, 

I might have been a warrior ! — ^Now, Farewell * 
But look upon roe still ! — I will not blench 
When the keen sabre flashes— Mark me well ! 
Mine eyelids shall not quiver as it falls, 
So thou wilt look upon me ! 

Gareias (to Gonatdex). Nay, my lord •' 

We must begone !-— thou canst not bear it ! 

GonzaUz. Peace ! 

-—Who hath told thee how much raan^s heart can bear ? 
—Lead me thine arm — ^my brain whirls fearfully — 
How thick the shades close round !— ray boy • my boy • 
Where art thou in this gloom f 

Crordas. Let us go hence 

This is a dreadful moment • 
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onztiUz. Httsh I — what saidst thou ? 

^ let me look on hint !-— Dost thou see aught 
ongh the dull mist that wraps us ? 

arcias. I behold— 

for a thousand Spaniairds to rush down — 

'ontoUi. Thou seest— My heart stands still to hear thee 

speak! 
'here seems a fearful hush upon the air, 
t were the dead of night ! 

Torcias. The hosts have closed 

nnd the spot in stillness. l*hroa|^h the spears, 
^d thick and motionless, I see him not ; 
at now — 

wn^dUit. He bade me keep mine eye apoD him» 

all is darloness round me !— -Now r 

vrdas, A sword, 

ord, springs upward, like a liehtning burst 
ugh the dark serried mass !— Its cold blue glare 
vering to and fro— *tisvanisfaed^-^hark ! 

iKo2er. I beard it, ves ! — I heard the dull dead sound 
leavily fatroke the siknce ! — Didst thou speak f 
It thy words — come nearer! 

•cio*. *Twas— His past ! — 

7ordfell(A«n/ 

neund^ (judth exultation), Flow^ forth thou noble 

ood! 

)f Spain*8 ransom and deliverance, flow 

k*d and brightlv forth !— Thou kingly stream ! 

tf our heroes ! blood of martyrdom ! 

through so many warrior-hearts hast pourM 

7 currents, and bast made our hills 

7 thine own free offering !^Bathe the land, 

e thou Shalt not sink !--Our vety air 

te thy colouring, and our loaded skies 

infidel hang daik and ominous, 

ttle-hues of thee ! — And thy deep voice 

3ove them to the judgment-seat 

1 a burst of gathered vengeance down, 

> th' oppressor from us !— -For thy wave 

3e bis guilt run o^er ! 

tt (fndeavouring to rouse himseJf), 'Tis all a 

nl 

lot one— no hand on earth could harm 

boy's graceful head !— Why look you thus ! 
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Abdullah (pointing to carlos.) Christian ! e*en yet tboa 
hast a son ! • 

Gonxali'. E^enyet! 

^arlo8. My &lher ! take me from these fearAil men I 
Wilt thou not save me, fitther ? 

GonStaU* (aUer/^Hng to un^aih hit sword.) Is the 
strengtii 
From mine arm shiverM? Garcias, follow me ! 

Gar das. - Whither, my chief ? 

ChnziUe*, Why, we can die as well 

On yonder pl«ihi,— «^, a spear^s thrust will do 
The little that our misery doth require* 
Sooner than e*er this anguish ! Life is best 
Thrown from us in such moments. 

[Voices heard at a distance. 

Hemandex. Hush! what strain 

Floats on the wind ? 

Garcias. *Tis the Cid*s battle song ! 

What marvel hath been wrought } 

[Voices approaching heard in ^utrus. 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour peal andfthe tecbir*shout, 
And the horn o*ei' me blue seas ringing oat, 

He hath roarshaird his dark array ! 

XiMBNA enUrSf/bUowed by the Citizinb, triih the 

Bannsr. 

Xima^a. Is it too late ?— »My father, these are men 
Through life and death prepared to follow thee 
Beneam this banner • — Is their zeal too late f 
— Oh ' there's a fearful history on thy brow ! 
What hast thou seen ? 

Garcias. It is not aU too late. 

Ximsna. My brothers! 

Hernandez. All is well. 

(TbGABciAS.) Hush! would'st thou chill 
That which hath sprung within them, as a flame 
From th* altar-embers mounts in sudden brightness? 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain ! 
On to the rescue ! 

Xunena. Bless roe, oh my father ! 

And f will hencei to aid thee with my prayers, 

6* 
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Seoding mj roirit with thee through the storm, 
Lit ap by flftsbiiig swords ! • 

GmzdUt {falling en her neck.) Hath aught been 

spared? 
Am I not all bereft ?— Thou 'rt left roe sdll ! 
Mine own, my loveliest one, thou Vt left me still '• ^ * - 
FareweH '—-thy father*8 blessiogi and thy God*s, 
Be with thee, my Ximena ! 

Ximena, Far^ thee well ! 

If, ere thy steps turn homeward from the field, 
The voice is hushM that still hath welcomed thee, 
Think of me in thy victCM^ '• , 

Hernandez, Peace! no more! 

This is no time to melt our nature down 
To a soft stream of tears !— Be of strong hdarl! 
Give me the banner ! Swell the song again^ 

Tpk CITIZENS. 

Ere night, must swords be red i 
It is not an hour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced and serried spears ! 

—To-morrow for the dead ! [kxeunt (mines. 

Scene^^Before the Altar of a hwch . 

Elmina rises from the stq^s of ths Aliar. 

Ebnina. The clouds are fearfil} that o'erhang thy ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven ! — ^It cannot be 
That I have drawn the vials of th^ wrath. 
To burst upon me through the liftmg up 
Of a proud heart, elate in happiness ! 
No ! in my day^s full noon, for me life's flowers 
But wreathM a cup of trembling ; and the love, 
The boundless love, my spirit was formed to bear, 
Hath ever, in its place of silence, been 
A trouble and a shadow, linipng thought 
With hues too deep for joy ! — I never look'd 
Oti my fair children, in their buoyant mirth. 
Or sunny sleep, when all the gentle air 
SeemM glowing with their quiet bte^^dness, 
But o*er my soul there came a shitddering snnse 
Of earth, and its pale chatis;es ; even l|ke that 
Which vaguely mingles with our |>:lorious dreams, 
A restless and di8turt)ing' consciousness 
That the bright things must fade !— «How have I shrunk 
From the dafl murmur of th* unquiet voice, 
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With iU low tokens of mortality. 

Till my heart faintfcd ^midsttbeir smiles !— their smiles ! 

— Where are those glad looks now ?■ — Could they go down« 

With all their joyous light, that seemM not earth's, 

To the cold grave ?— My children! — Righteous Heaven ! 

There floats a dark remembrance o*er my brain 

Of one who told me, with relentless eye, 

That this should be the hour ! 

XiMiNA enters, 

Ximena. They are gone forth 

Unto the rescue .'—strong in heart and hope, 
Faithful, though few ! — My mother, let thy prayers 
Call on the land's good samts to lift once more 
The swdrd and cross the sweep (he field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine arms e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons - — For me, my part is done. ! 
The flame, which dimly might have lingered yet 
Alittle while, hath gathered all its rays 
Brightly to sink at once ; and it is well I 
The shadows are around me ,* to thy heart 
Fold me, that I may die. 

Mdmna. My child?— What dream 

Is on thy sdul ? — ^Even now thine, aspect wears 
Life's brightest mspiratioa ! 

Ximena. Death's! 

Ehnina. • Away ! 

Thine eye hath starry cl«am<%ss, and thy cheek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than tinged its earliest flower ! 

Ximena, , It well may be ! 

There are far deeper and far warmer hues 
Than tliose which draw their colouring from the fronts 
Of youth, or health, or hope. 

Elmina. Nay, speak not thus ! 

There's that about thee shinnig which would send 
E'en through my heart a sunny glow of joy, 
Wer 't not for these sad words. The dim cold air 
And solemn light, which wrap these tombs and shrines 
As a pale gleaming shroud, seem kindled up 
With a yoang spirit of ethereal hope 
Caught from ihy mien !-^0h no I this is not death! 

Ximena. Why should not He, whose touch dissolves our 
chain. 
Put on his robes of beauty when he comes 
As a deliverer?— He hath many forms, 
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Tbey should not all be fearful ' — If bis call 
Be but our gathering tp that distant land 
For vr hose sweet waters we have pined with thirst 
yfhy should not its prc^hetic sense be borne 
Into the heart's deep stillness, with a breatli 
Of summer-winds, a voice of melody. 
Solemn, yet lovely ? — ^Mother ! I deps^rt ! 
—Be it thy comfort, in the after-days. 
That thou hast seen me thus - 

Mmma, Distract me not 

With such wild fears ? Can I bear on with life 
When thou art gone ? — ^Thy voice, thy step, thy smile, . 
Pass'd from my path f>— Alas ! even now thine eye 
Is changed— thy cheek is fading! 

Ximena, Ay, the.clotids 

Of the dim hour are gathering o'er my sight, 
And yet I fear not, for the God of Help 
Comes in that quiet darkness !— -It may soothe 
Thy woes, my mother * if I teli thee now, 
With what glad calmness I behold the veil 
Falling between me ^nd the world, wherein 
My heart so ill hath rested. 

Elmina. ' Thine! 

Ximena. Rejoice 

For her, that, when the garland of Iier life 
Was blighted, and the springs of hope were dried, 
Received her summons nence ; andnadnotime, 
Bearing the canker at'th' impatient heart, 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 
Which lent one moment of existence light, 
That dimm'd the rest for ever ! 

Elmina. How is this? 

My child, what mean'st thou ? 

Ximena. Mother ! I have loved. 

And been beloved ! — the sunbeam of an hour, 
Which gave life's hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts. 
Went out, and left them colourless. — 'Tis past— « 
And what remains on earth ? — the rainbow mist. 
Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my sight 
li clear'd to look on all things as they are! 
-—But this is far too mournful ! — Life's daric gift 
Hath fallen too early and too cold upon me ! 
— Therefore I would go hence ! 

Elmma^ And thoo hast loved 

Unknown—— 
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Ximma. Oh ! pardon, pardon that I veilM 

My thoughts from thee • — But thou hadst woes enough, 
And mine came o*eT me when thj soul had need 
Of more than mortal strength ! — ^For I had scarce 
Given the deep consciousness that I was Iwed 
A treasure's place within my secret heart, 
When earth's brief joy went from me ! 

*Twas at mom 
I saw the warriors to their Aeld go forth, 
And he— my chosen — was there annong the rest, 
With his young, glorious brow!— I look'd again-*- 
The strife grew dark beneath me — but his plume 
Waved free above the lances. — Yet again — 
— It had gone down * and steeds were trampliog o^«r 
The spot to which mine eyes were riveted. 
Till blinded by th* intenseness of th^ir gaze ! 
— And then — at last— I hurried to the gate, 
And met hira there ! — I met him ! — on bis shield. 
And with his cloven helm, and shiver'd sword, 
And dark hair steep'd in blood • — They bore him past — 
Mother '• — ^I saw his &ce ! — Oh ! such a death 
Works f«arfnl changes on the fair of earth, 
The pride of woman's eye I 

Ehnina. Sweet daughter^ peace ! 

Wake not the dark remembrance ; for thy fram e- ■ 

Xtmena.«*Tbere toill be peace ere long. I shut my heart 
E'en as a tomb, o'er that lone silent grief. 
That I mi^ht spare it thee ! — But now the hour 
Is come when that which would have pierced thy soul 
Shall be its healing balm. Oh ! weep thou not, 
Save with a gentle sorrow ! 

E^mina. Must it be f 

Art thou indeed to leave me f 

Ximena (e-sultingly). Be ihou glad '• 

I say, rejoice above thy favour'd child ! 
Joy, for the soldier when his field is fought, 
Joy, for the peasant wt^n his vintage-lask 
Is closed at eve •:— But most of all for her, 
Who, when her life changed its glittering robes 
For the dull garb of sorrow, which doth cling 
So heavily around the journeyers on, 
Cast down its weight — and slept ! 

Elmina. Alas! thine eye 

Is wandering — yet how brightly ! — Is this death, 
Or some high wondrous vision ? — Speak, my child I 
How is it with thee now ? 
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Ximena (wildly), I see it still • 

*Tis fioating, like a glorious cloud on b^gh, 
My father's banner ! — Hear'st thou not a sound ? 
The trumpet of Castil^ f — Praise, praise to Heaven ! 
—Now naay the weary rest '• — Be still ! — Who calls 
The night so fearful ?— [She dies. 

Elmina, No ! she is not dead • 

— ^Ximena!— speak to me! — Oh! yet a tone 
From that sweet voice, that I may gather in 
One more remembrance of its lovely sound. 
Ere the deep silence fail"!— What ! is all hushM ? 
— No, no • — it cannot be !— How should we bear 
The dark misgivings of our souls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with os ? — But is this 
Her wonted look ?-— too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty !— Speak, Ximena - 
Speak !— 4ny heart dies within me !— She is gone^ 
With all her blessed smiles !•— My child! my child ! . 
Where art thou f — ^Wherc^ is that which answered me, ^ 
From thy soft-shining eyes !— Husb ! doth she move ? 
— One light lock seem*d to tremble on tier brow. 
As a pulse throbb'd beneath ;— ''twas but the vdce 
Of my despair that stirr'd it I — She is gone I ' 

{She ihrom herself on the body. Qcwalej 
enters, alone, amd wnmded. 

JSfynina (rising as he approaches). I must not not9 be 
scorn'd !— No, not a look, 
A whisper of reproach !— Behold my wo •* 
—Thou canst not scorn me now i 

Gowalez, Hast thou heard all ? 

Ebnina. Thy daughter on my bosom laid her head. 
And pass*d away to rest.— Behold her there. 
Even such as death hath made her ! (8) 

Cjonzalex (bending over Xinuna^s body). Thou art gone 
A little while before me, oh, my child ! 
Why should the trareller weep to part with those 
That scarce an hour will reacn their promised land 
Ere he too cast his pilgrim staff away, 
And spread his coudh beside them ? 

Ebnina, Must it be 

Henceforth enough that once a thing so fair 
Had its bright place among us f-— Is this all, 
Left for the years to come ? — ^We will not stay ! 
Earth's chain each hour grows weaker. 
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Gatwdez (stiU gannff ufton Ximena). And tfaoa *rt laid 
To slumber in thd shadow, blessed child ! 
Of a yet stainless altar» and beside 
A tainted warrior's tomb ! — Oh, fitting place 
For thee to yield thy pure heroic soul 
Back unto him that gave it ! — And thy cheek 
Yet smiles in its bright paleness ! 

BUmina. Hadst thou seen 

The look with which she passM ! 

Gonxale*' {StiU bending oper her), "Why, 'tis almost 
Like joy to view thy beautiful repose ! 
The faaer! image of that perfect calm 
Floats, e'en as long-forgotten music, back 
Into my weary heart ---^o dark wild spot 
On thy clear brow doth tell of bloody hands 
That quench'd young life by violence 1— We have seen 
Too much of horror, in one crowded hoar. 
To weep for aught, so gently gathered hence ' 
—Oh ' man leaves other traces ! 

Elmina (tuddenly starting). It returns 
On my bewilder'd soul !— Went ye not forth 
tTnto the rescue ?— And thou 'rt here aloue - 
— Where are my sons ? 

Goni4tiet (jsoUwmly). We- were too late I 

Elmina. Too late I 

Hast thou naught else to tell me ? 

Gonxalez. I brought back 

From that last field the banner of my sires, 
And my own death-wound. 

Zhnina, Thine! 

GonxaUz. Another boor 

Shall bush its throbs for ever. I go hence. 

And with me 

^hnina. No !— >Man cmdd not lift his hands— 

«— Where hast then left thy sons ? 

GrontiUeg. 1 haw no sons. 

Mbnina. What hast thou said .^ 

Gcwalex. That now there lives not one 

To wear the glory of mine ancient house, 
When I am gone to rest. 
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Elmna (Jthrowing herself on the ground^ and speakinff 
in a low hurried voice). Iii ooe brief hour, all gone !-~tind 

auch a death 
-^I see their blood ^sh forth'^— their graceful heads — 
•-Take the dark vision from me, oh, my God ! 
And such a death for them ! — I was not there !— 
They were but mine in beauty and in joy, 
Not m that mortal anguish !-«Ah, all gone ! 
—Why should I struggle more ? — What is this Power 
Aeainst whose might, on all sides pressing us. 
We strive with fierce impatience, which but lays 
Our own frail spirits prostrate ? 
jSfter a long pause.) Now I know 

Thy hand, m^ God !-— and they are soonest crush 'd 
That most withstand it ' — I resist uo more. > 

(She mM.>— A light, a light springs up from grief and death. 
Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal 
Why we have thus been tried ! 

GomaUx. Then I may still 

Fix my last look on thee, in holy love, 
Parting, but yet with hope. 

Elmina (falling at his feet). Can'st thou forgive i 

— Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy heart. 
That should have buried it within mine own, 
And borne the pang in silence ! — I tiave cast 
Thy lifers fail honour, in my wild despair, 
As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 
Whence thou hast snatchM it back, to bear from earth, 
All stainless, on thy breast — Well hast thou done — 
But I — canst thou forgive? 

Gonzalez. Within this hour 

I have stood upon that verge whence mortals fall, 
And leam'd how *tis with one whose sight grows dim, 
And whose foot trembles on the gulf's dark side, ' 
—Death purifies all feeling — ^We will part 
In pity and in love. 

Elmina. Death !— And thou too 

Art on thy way !— Oh, joy for thee, high heart ! 
Glory and joy for thee !— The day is closed, 
And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself 
Through its long battle-toils, though many swords 
Have entered thine own soul ! — But on my head 
Recoil the fierce invokings of despair. 
And I am left far distanced in the race„ 
The lonely one of earth r— -Ay,' this- just 
I am not worthy that upon my breast 



SIEGE Of VALENCIA. 73 

In this, thine boar of victoiy, Utok shonlcTst y'M 
Thy spirit anlo God. 

Gonzalez. Thou art ! tiiou art * 

Oh ! a life's love, a heart's lonr teithfuloess, 
E'en in the presence of eternal things, 
Wearine their chastenM beaatj all nodimmM, 
Assert their lofty claims ; arid these are not 
For one dark hoo^ to cancel •' — We are here, 
Before that altar which receivM the tows 
Of our unbroken youth, and meet it is 
For such a witness in the siebt of heaven, 
And io the lace of death, whose shadowy arm 
Comes dim between us, to regard th* exchange 
Of our tried hearts* for^veiiess. — Who are they. 
That in one path have journeyed, needing not 
Forgiveness at its close ? 

{A Citizen enters hastiiy.) 

Citizen. The Moors ! the Mcors ! 

Oonza&z. How! is the dty stonto'd ? 

Oh ! righteons Heaven ! — ibr this I lobk'd not yet *• 
Hath all been dene in fain ?<— Why, then, *tis time 
For prayer, and then to rest • 

Citizen. The sun shall set. 

And not a Christian vwice be left for prayer, 
To-Dight within Valencia !•— Rotind oor walls 
The paynim host is gathering for th* asstoult, 
JiaA we have none to guard them. 

Chnzalez. Then my place 

Is here no longer,-«I had hoped to die 
£v*n by th« altar and the sepukhie 
Of my brave sires— but this was not to be ! 
Give me* my sword again, and lead roe he'noe 
Back to the ramparts. I have yet an hour. 
And it hath still high dntiesi-^Now, n^ wife '■ 
Thou mother <k my children— of the aead- 
Wbom I name unto thee in steadiest hope- 
Farewell! 

Ebnina. No, not farewell I— My seal htdi risMT 

To mate itaslf wftb thine ; and by thy side 
Amidst the hurtling lancer I will stand, . 
As one on wh(aii a brave nop^t love bath becR 
Wasted not utterly. 

GonzdUz. I tiiahk'thee, iti^aWo^- 

That I have tasted of th.6 awfol jt^jr 

7 
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Which thou hast given to temper hours like this. 
With a deep sense of thee, and of thine ends 
In these dread visitings ■' 
(To Elhina.) We will not part, 

But with the spirit's parting ! 

Ebnina. One farewell 

To her, that, mantled with fair loveliness, 
Doth slumber at our feet ! — My blessed child ! 
Oh ! in thy heart's affliction thou wert strong. 
And holy courage did pervade thy wo, 
As light the troubled waters ! — Be at peace ! 
Thou whose bright spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee ! — And thy life 
E'en then was struck, ana withering at the core I 
— Farewell ! — ^Thy parting look hath on me fall'n. 
E'en as a gleam of heaven, and I am now 
More like what thou hast been ! — ^My soul is hush'd, 
For a still sense of purer worlds has sunk 
And settled on its depths with that litst smile 
Which from thine shone forth. — Thou hast not lived 
In vain — my child, farewell ! 

Gonzalez, Surelv for thee 

Death had no sting, Ximena ! — We are blest, 
To learn one secret of the shadowy pass. 
From such an aspect's calmness. Yet once more 
T kiss thy pale young cheek, my broken flower ! 
In token of th* undying love and hope, 
Whose land is far away. [Exeunt, 

Scene^The walla of the City, 

Hbhnandrz. — A few Citizene gathered round him. 

Hernandez. Why, men have cast the treasures^ which 
their lives 
Had been worn down in gathering, on the pyre. 
Ay, at their household hearths have lit the brand, 
Ev'n from that shrine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and their homes, 
In ashes, to the winds ! — They have done this, 
Making a blasted void where once the sun 
Look'a upon lovely dwellings; and from earth 
Razing all record that on such a spot 
Childhood bath sprung, age faded, misery wept, 
And frail Humanity Imelt before her God ; 
— They have done this, in their free nobleness. 
Rather than see the spoiler's tread pollute 
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Tbeir holy places ! — Praise, high praise be theirs, 
Who have left man such lessons ! — And these things, 
Made your own hills their witnesses ! — The sky, 
Whose arch bends o*er you, and the seas, wherein 
Your rivers poor their gold, rejoicios^ saw 
The altar, and the birth-place, and the tomb. 
And all memorials of man*8 heart and faith. 
Thus proudly honour*d — Be ye not outdone 
By the departed !— Though the godless foe 
Be close upon us* we have power to snatch 
The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong! 
A few bright torches and brief moments yet 
Shall baffle his flashed hope, and we may die, 
Laughing him unto scora.— Rise, follow me, 
And thou, Valencia ! triumph in thy &te. 
The ruin, not the yoke, and make thy towers 
A beacon unto Spain ! 

atixen. We * H follow thee ! 

— Alas ! for our fair city, and the homes 
Wherein we rearM our children ! — But away ! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent o^er our fanes ! 

Fcice (from a Tbwer on the WaXU\ Sdocoun !— Castile ! 
Castile ! 

dUixma (rutkinff to the epot). It is evea so • 

Now blessing be to Heaven, for we are saved ! 
Castile, Castile ! 

Voice ifrom <Ae Tower). Line after line of spears. 
Lance after lance, upon the boriion's veige, 
Like festal lights from cities bursting up. 
Doth skirt the plain !— in faith, a noble host ! 

Another Voice. The Moor hath tum'd him from our walls 
to front, 
Th* advancing might of Spain ! 

Citizene ishouUng). Castile ! Castile ! 

(Goif SALES enterSi supported by Elmina and a Citizen.) 

Qonzaiez. What shouts of joy are these ? 

Hernandez, Hail, chieftain ! hail ! 

Thus ev'n in death *tis given thee to receive 
The conqueror's crown T — Behold our God hath heard, 
And arai'd himself with vengeance ! — Lo ! they come ! 
The lances of Castile ! 

Gonzadez. I knew, I knew 
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rlr, mjr God, fonske 
)^^— % blood and t 



TboQ wouldst oot utterli 

Tbj lenrant io bit need^IVIy blood and tean 

Htve oot rank vamW to tK* attesting earth ! 

Praiaa to Ihee, thanks and praise, toat }. ^v? tived 

Toieetbiihoar! 

Elmina, And I too Uess tfa^ name. 

Though thou haat jwovad me unto mat ! 
Ob God !— Thou Ckid of chaateoiog ! 

Voice {firom the TVw). Thicy jwvp on i 

I ■•• the royal bwer io the air, 
With iti emblaiopM tQWf ri ' 

OoiwUex* Go, bring ye Ibrth 

Ibe banner of the Cid, and plant it heic, 
To itraain above ipe, for an anawerinr sign 
Tbatthe good croM doth bold its lofty pl^ce 
Within l^encia mUI f— What aee ye novr ? 

H<n%W}4ez. I f»ft a jdpgdom's might upon its paib» 
Moring in terrible QuignipQeBo«, 
tfnto revenge avd yictoqr !— Wid) the fla^ 
Of knightly iwofds, ui 
At meteors from a still 
Andwtttiihet»avlng< 
Li^ a land*8 harvest in the aQtumn-wfnd, 
And with ieroe Mght, which is not of the son, 
But flung from sheets of steel—it comes, it comes, 
The vengeance of our God ! 

Chmfakx. I hear it noir. 

The heavy tread of mail-clad multitudes, 
Like thunder-showert upon the forest- padis. 

fiemomiftr. Ay, earth knows well the omen of that 
touod, 
And die hath echoes, like a sepulchre's. 
Pent in her secret hollows, to respond 
Unto the 9tep of death ! 

Q^alai. Hark! how the wind 

SweTliB proudly with the battle -march of Spain • 
Now the heart feels its power !— A little white 
Grant \p» to live, my God !— What pause is this I 

Hernandez. A deep and dreadful one !— the serried files 
Level their spears for combat ; now the hosts 
Look on each other in their brooding wrath, 
Silent, and face to face. 




I 
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VOICKS MBARD WITHODT, CHANTINU. 

Calm OQ the bosom of tby God, 

Fair spirit .' rest thee qow ! 
E*en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was oo tby brow. 

Dust, to its narrow bouse beneath ! 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen tby look in death, 

No noore may fear to die. 

Elmina(to Gonzalbz). It is the death-hymn o'er thy 
daughter's bier ! 
— ^Bat I am calm, and e'en like gentle winds, 
That music, through the stillness of my heart, 
Sends mournful peace. 

GonzdUz. Oh ! well those solemn tones 

Accord wi^ such an hour, for all her life 
Breath'd of a hero's soul ! 

[A $ound of irvmpeis and tJtautingtfrom the plotn.] 

Hernandez. Now, now they close ! — ^Hark ! what a dull 
dead sound 
Is in the Moorish war- shout ! — ^1 have known 
Such tones prophetic oft. — The shock is given— 
ho I they have placed their shields before their hearts. 
And lower'd their lances with the streamers on, 
And on their steeds bent forward ! — God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle have been struck 
From spear to spear, across the gleaming field ! 
— There is no sight on which the blue sky looks 
To match with this! — 'Tis not the gallant crests, 
Nor banners with their glorious blazonry ; 
The very nature aryi high soul of man 
Doth now reveal itself i 

OonzaUz. Oh, raise me up. 

That I may look upon the noble scene I 
— It will not be ! — That this dull mist would pass 
A moment from my sight !•>- Whence rose that shout. 
As in fierce triumph ? 

Hernandez {clasping hie hands). Must I look on this ? 
The banner sinks — ^'tis taken ! 
Gonzalez. Whose I* 

Hernandez, Castile's ! 

Gonzalez, Oh, God of Battles ! 

7* 
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Elmina. Calm tbjr noble heart ! 

Thou wilt not pass away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 
. Hernandez. Cheer thee yet ! 

.^r ftraigbts have spanrM to rescue.— There is now 
A whirC & mingling of all terrible things, 
Tet more appalling than the 6erce distinctness 
llVberewitfa they moved before ! — 1 see tall plumes 
All wildly tossing o'er the battle's tide, 
Sway'd.by the \i^ratbful motion, and the press 
Of desperate men^ as cedar-boughs by storms, 
Bfony a white streamer there is dyed with blood, 
Many a false corslet brc^en, many a shield 
Pierced through l*^Now, shoot for Santiago, shout ! 
Lo ! javelins with a morinent's brightness cleave 
The thickening dust, and barbed steeds go down 
With their faetao^d riders!— Who, but Octe, can tell 
How spiritspart amidst that fearful lush 
And tramphng on of furious multitudes ? 

Ckmxaitx* Thou 'rt silent ! — See'st thou more ?— My soul 
grows dark. 

Htrnandex. And dark and troubled, as an angry sea, 
Dashing scmie gidlant armament ia scorn 
Against its rocks, is all on which I gaze ! 
— -1 can but teU thee bow tall spears are cross'd. 
And lahces seem to sliiver, and proud helms 
To lighten with the strol^e !<— But round the spot, 
• Where, Kke a storm-^ll'd maftt, our standard sank, 
The heart of battle bums. 

Oomtdex, Where is that spot ? 

Htrrumdez, It is beneath the lonely tuft of palms, 
That lift their green beads o'er the tumult still, 
In calm and stately grace. 

Chnzalez. There, didst thou say ? 

Then God is with us, and we mfut prevail ! 
For on that spot they died !— My children's blood 
Calls on th* avenger thence ! 

Ebnina, They perish'^ there ! 

— And the br^t locks that waved so jovously 
To'the free wmds, lay trampled aiid denied 
Ev'n on that place of death !--jOh, Merciful I 
Hoah the dark Oocight within me ! 

Hemandex (toUh wddeneaeulUOion), Who If i)e, 
^ On the white steed, and with Am castled helm, 
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And the gold-broiderM mantle, wkicb doth float 
E*en like a sunny doud above the &^bt ; 
And the pale cross, which from his breast-plate gleanot 
With star-like radiance ? 

GongaUx {eagerly). Didst thou say the crois? 

Hernandez, Ob his mailed bosom shines a broad fvhi(0 
cross. 
And hi» long plamage through the darkening air 
Streams like a soow-wmth, 

GanxaUx. That should be— 

Hemandex, The king ! 

— 1/Vas it not told us bow he sent, of late, 
To the Cid*s (omb, e'en for the sikrer cross, 
Which he who slumbers there was wont to bind 
O'er his braf e heart in %ht ?(9) 

GonaaUx (^r i ng m g ly jcMUy). Aiv king ! my king ! 
Now all good saints for Spain T— my noble king ! 
And thou art there !— That I might look once more 
Upon thy ^ce !— Bat yet I tba»k thee. Heaven ! 
That thou hast sentbimi, from my dying h^ds 
Thus to receive his city ! 

[JETe Hnks back into Elmira^s armt, 

Herwmdiz. We hath clear'd 

A pathway 'midst the combat, and the li^ht 
Follows his chi^rge tbroogh yon close living mass. 
E'en as the gleam on some proud vessel's wake 
Along the stormy waters !— *Ti8 redeemed — 
The castled banner ! — It is flung once more 
In joy and glory, to the sweeping winds ! 
— There seems a wavering tfi.rough the paynim host»— 
Castile doth press them sore — Now, now rejoice • 

OonxaUt. What hast thon seen f 

Hernandez. AbdnUahialls! He falls! 

The man of blood !-*the spoiler !^*he hath sank 
In our king's path !— Well hath that royal sword 
Atenged tny cause, Goualez. 

They give way. 
The Crescent's van is brpken !— On the bills 
And, the dark pine* woods may tha infidel 
C^Il vainly, in his agony of rear. 
To cover him from vengeance ! — ho I they fly I 
They of the forest and of the wjldemess 
Are scatter'd e'en as leaves upon the wind ! 
Wo to the sons of Afric !— Let the plains, 
And the TineHnoontaint, and Hespenan u»h 
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Take their dead unto them ! — (hat blood shall wash 
Our soil from stains of bondage. 

Cronxalez {attempting to raise himself). Set me free f 
Come with me forth, for I must greet my king, 
After hit battle-field f 

Hernandex. Oh, blest ia death ! 

Chosen of Heaven, £&revrell ! — ^Look on the Cross* 
And part from eardi in peace * 

Oonxalez. Horn charge once more ! 

God is with Spain, and Sabtiago^s sword 
Is reddening all the air ! — Shout forth * Castile !* 
The day is ours ! — I go ! — ^but fear ye not ! 
For Afric^s lance is broken, and my sons 
Have won their first good field ! [He dies. 

Elrnina, Look on me yet .' 

Speak one farewell, my husband ! — ^must thv voice 
Kilter my soul no more ! — Thine eye is fix*d— 
.\ow is my life uprooted, — aud *tis well. 

(A Sound of triumphani Music is heard, and many 
Castilian Knights and Soldiers enter.) 

A atuten. Hush your triumphal sounds, althoii^h ye come 
E*en as deliverers ! — ^But the noble dead, 
And those tliat mourn them, claim from human hearts 
Deep silent reverence. 

MUmina {rising proudly). No, swell forth, Castile ! 
Thy trumpet-music, till the seas and heavens, 
And the deep hills, give every stormy note 
Echoes to ring through Spain ! — How, know ye not 
That all array'd for triumph, crown*d and robed 
With the strong spirit which hath saved the land, 
Ev*n now a conqueror to his rest is gone ? 
—Fear not to break that sleep, but let the wind 
Swell on with victory's shout! — He will not hear— 
Hath earth a sound more sad ? 

Hemandeg. Lift ye the dead, 

And bear him with the banner of his race 
Waving above hirn proudly, as it waved 
O'^r the Cid*s battles, to the tomb, wherein 
Hb warrior-sires are gather'd. [They ratse the body. 

Elmina. Ay, 'tis thus 

Thou shouldstbe honoured! — And I follow thee 
With an unfaltering and a loftv step, 
To that last home of glory. §be that wears 
r deep heart the memory of thy love 
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Shall thence draw strength for all tfamn, till the God, 
Whoee hand around hernath oupeooled e^rth, 
Looking upon her etill and cfaaManM eonl, 
(Dall it once more to thine ! 

{To the CatUUans,) 

Awake, I ear, 
Tambour and trampet, wake !-»And let the uuid 
Throneh all her mountains hear yoor Ameral peal I 
— ^So mould a hero peas to his repose. 

[Exeunt 



NOTES. 



Hotel. 

MovKTAiH Christians, those natives of Spain, who, under 
their prince, Pelayo, toolt lefag^ anion|^ the monntains of the 
northern pronncea, where they maintained their religion and 
liberty while the rest of their country was overrun by the 
Moors. 

Notes. 

Ohffree ^th torrow paast ^c. 
Frey geht das Unfrfuck durch die ganse Erde. 

SckUlerU Death <f WaUemtem, act iv. so. 2. 

Notes. 

. Tizona, the fire-brand. The name of the Cid's favoarite 
sword, taken in battle from the Moorish king Bocar. ' 

Note 4. 

How he toofi Vaiendafrom the Moor, Sfc, 
Valencia, which has been repeatedly besieged, and taken 
by the armies of different nations, remained in the possession 
of the Moors for an hundred and teventyyears after the Cid*s 
death. It was regained from them by King Don Jayme, of 
Aragoo, sumamed the Conqueror ; after whose success I hav« 
ventured to suppose it governed by a descendant of the Cam- 
peador. 

Note 5. 

It was a Spanish tradition, that the great bell of the Ca- 
thedral of Sua^ossa always tolled spontaneously b^ibre m 
king of Spain died. 
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Note 6. 



** £1 que en boen hom nesco;" be (bat was bom in hapfiy 
hour. An appellation gifen to the Cid in the ancient chronicles . 

Note 7. 

For this, and the rabnqnent allusions to Spanish legends, 
B Tht Romanau and Ckr&hieks tf the Cid. 

Notes. 

*• La Toil*, telle qur iR iBOfT dOorra faite !**— BomimC 
Oraitons Funibrts. 

Ndte 9. 

Hue cii <w un s fatt 6e b noorded of Kiiqr I^' Alpbdftfiik, the 
last of that name. He sent (o the Old's tomb'ibr the cross 
ivWcb that warrior was'sccustoinifd to wettrnpon bis breast 
when bb went ta battle, and bad it made into one for himself; 
•• because of the faith which he had, that through it he should 
obtain the victor7.**— ^SokM^'« ChronieU qf the Cid, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Count di Pmcida. 
Rahiord m Pkocida, ki$ Son. • 
EUuBsst, Viuroy. 
Dm C»nci. 

MONTALBA. 
GUIDO. 

Albbbti. 
Aniblmo, a Monk. 

VlTTOBIA. 

CoNBTAKCB, SisUr to Eribert. 



Sc«oe-*PliIenno. 



THE VESPERS OF PAXERMO. 



A TRAGEDY. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

Scxiri I.— .^ F'aUey, wiih Vineyards and Cottages. 

Groups of t*easanU-^FmociDAj disguised as a Pilgrim, 

among them. 

First Peasant. At, this was woat to be • fegta) time 
In days gone by .' I can remember well 
Tbe old familiar melodies that rose 
At break of mora, from all our purple hills, 
To welcome in tbe vintage. Never since 
Hath mosic seem*d so sweet. But the light hearts 
Which to those measures biMt so jayoasiy 
Ane tamed to stillness now. There is no voice 
Of joy through all the land. 

Second peasant. Yes ! there are sounds 

Of reveliT within the palaces, 
And the fair castles ei our ancient lords, 
Where now the stranger banquets. Ye may bear, 
Fran thence the peals of song and laughter rise 
At midnight's deepest hoar. 

Third Peasant. Alas .' we sat 

In happier days, so peacefully beneath 
The olives and the vines our father's rear'd, 
£ncircled by our children, whose quick steps 
Flew by us in the dance ! The time hath been 
When peace was in the hamlet, wheresoe'er 
The storm might gather. But this yoke of France 
Falls on the peasant's neck as heavily 
As on the crested chieftain's. We are bow'd 
E'en to the earth. 

Peasants Child. My father, tell me when 

Shall the gay dance and song again resound 

8' 
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Amidst oar chesoutpWOodB, as in thoM days 
Of which thou 'rt woot to tell die joyous tale ? 

Fint Peauaii. When there are light and reddeM hearts 
once more 
In Sicily *■ g^^een vales. Alas ! my boy, 
Kea meet not now to quaff the flowii^ bowl» 
To hear the mirthful song, and cast aside 
The weight of work-day care ;— they meet to speak 
Of wrongs sud sorrows, and to whisper thoughts 
They dare not breathe aloud. 

Prodda (from the back^ground)* Ay, it is well 

So to relieve th' o*erburthen'd heart, which pants 
Beneath its wei^t of wMngs ; but better fkr 
In silence to avenge them ! 

An old Pemtmt, WfaAt deep toioe 

Came with diat startUng tene f 

First Peasant. It was our guest's, 

The stranger pilgrim, Who hadi scjottcnM hera 
Since yester-mom. Good netchbooAns, mark him weH : 
He hath a stately bearing, and an eye 
Whose glance looks throogfa the heart His mien aeoofds 
III with such vestments. Heiw he folds roiaid hin 
His pilgriniKsfeak, e*en as it were a lobe 
Of knightly ermine i That commttiding s4q^ 
Should have been used in courts and camps to move. 
Mark him ! 

OM PMnrnl. f^ay, iwttiier, mark bun not : the tiawa 
Are fearful, tmd they teach the boldest hearts 
A cautious lesson. What shoekl bring him here f 

A Ymdh. He spoke of vengeance ! 

Old PMsant Peace ! we are beset 

By snares on every side, and we must learn 
In silence and in patience to endure. 
Talk not of vengeance, for the word is dea^. 

Proeida (coming forward iadignartUyHtjffi ^ord » 
death! And what hath life for <Am, ^^^ 
That thou shoohtet ciiar to it thus ? thou abject thing 1 
Whose veiy seel is aaeeided to the yoke. 
And stampM with servitude. What ! is it life. 
Thus at a breefee to start, to school thy voice 
Into low fearful whispers, and to cast 
Pale jeakwB kioks around diee, lest, e*en then, 
StnuBp;ers should catch its echo f — U there aught 
In Hks so precious, that thy forrow*d cheek 
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Is blaoch'd with terror at the ptasm; Aougfat 
Of hazarding some fevir and evil days, 
Which drag thus poor!/ on ? 

Some of the Peasants, Away, away ! 

Leave us, for there is danger in thy presence. 

Proeida. Why, what is danger ?— Are there deeper ills 
Than those ye bear thus calmly f Te have drain*d 
The cap of bitterness, till naueht remains 
To fear or shrink from-^therefore, be ye strong f 
Power dwelleth with despair.— Why start ye thus 
At words which are bat echoes of the thoughts 
Locked in yonr secret sools? — Full well I know, 
There is not one among you, but hath nursed 
Some prood indignant feeling, which doth make 
One conflict of his life. I know thy wrongs, 
And thine— -and thine, — ^but if within your breasts 
There is no chord diat vibrates to my voice, 
Then fare ye well. 

A yonfth^icomif^/bnoard). No, no ! say on, say on ! 
There are Istiil free and fiery hearts e'en here, 
That kindle at thy words. 

Peasant. U that indeed 

Thou hast a hope to give us. 

Proeida. There is hope 

For all who su£fer with indignant thoughts 
Which work in silent strengtii. What ! think ye Heaven 
O'erlodu th' oppressor, if he bear awhile 
His crested head on high f — ^I tell you, no ! 
Th* avengnr will net sleep. It was an hour 
Of triumph to the conqueror, when our king, 
Our youne brave Conradin, in life's fair mom, 
On the red scaffold died. Tet not the less 
Is justice throned above; and her good time 
Comes rushing on in storms : that royal blood 
Hath lifted an accusing voice from earth, 
And hath been beard. The traces of the past 
Fade in man^s heart, but ne*er doth Heaven forget. 

Peasant. Had we but arms and leadeiv, we are men 
Who might earn vengeance yet; but wanting these. 
What wottldst thou have us do f 

Pvoddit. Bevigilattt^, 

And when the signal wakes the land, arise ! 
The peasant's arm is strong, and there shaU be 
A rich and noble harrest. Fare ye well. [Elmi Proeida. 
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First PeoMfit. This mao should be a prophet: how he 
seemM 
1V> mad our hearts with his dark searching glance 
And aspect of command ! And yet his garb 
Is mean as ours. 

Second Peasant Speak low ; I know him well. 
At first his voice disturbM me like a dream 
Of other days ; but I remember now 
His form, seen oft when in my youth I served 
Beneath the banners of our kings ! *Tis he 
Who hath been exiled and proscribed so long, 
The Count di Procida. 

Peasant. And is this he? ^ 

Then Heaven protect him ! for around his steps 
Will many snares be set. i 

First Peasant. He comes not thus 1 

But with some mighty purpose ; doubt it not; | 

Perchance \o bring us freedom. He is one, i 
Whose faith, through many a trial, hath been proved . 

True to our native princes. But away ! *! 

The noon-tide heat is past, and from the seas f 

Light gales are wandering through the vineyards ; now \ 
We may resume our toil. [Bxeuni Peasants. 

Scene JL-^The Terrace tf a Castle. 

Ebibxet. Vittokia. 

VUtoria. Have I not told thee, that I bear a heart 
Blighted and cold ? — Th* affections of my youth 
Lie slumbering in the grave ; their fount is closed. 
And all the soft and play fill tenderness 
Which hath its home m woman*s breast, ere yet 
Deep wrongs have searM it ; all is fled from mine. 
Uige me no more. 

Eribert. O lady ! doth the flower 

That sleeps entombM through the long wintry storms 
Unfold its beauty to the breath of spring ; 
And shall not woman's heart, from chill despair, 
Wake at love's voice ? 

Vittoria. Love .'—make love*s name thy spell, 
And I am strong ! — ^the very woi d dklls up 
From the dark past, tbouebts, feelings, powers, array* d 
In arms against thee ! — Sjiow'st thou whom 1 iovM, 
While my souPs dwelling-pface was still on earth ^ 
One who was born for empire, and endowed • 
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WkKnttfaiiigii gifte of priBfid.jp mMMto, 
As bowM all Dearts before him I— Was he not 
Brave, fOfalv beaulifiil f^-ktuA ncfa be died ; , 
He died !— hast thou Corgottea ?— •And thoa 'rt hese. 
Thou meet'st mf gf aaoe wilh ^es. which ooldlj Iook*d, 
— ColdW !>— Da)F, ratWr^widi tviiunphast gau, 
UpoQ his nrarder t-«*Deadale as i ani^ 
Yet in the mien of Uum affianced bnde» 
Oh, my lost Conradin ! there ahonld be stiU 
Somewhfll 9i laf^nefls^ which might o'emwe 
The hearts of thine asMMBS. 

Eriberi. Han^/chUBe.' 

If thj praoik httart Hr tenderness be doaecl, 
Know, danger is atoond thee: thou bast foes 
Tisflieelt %i^ rtte, and mf powe» aloM 
Can shield thee tt^m their arts. 

VUtoria. IPvoveiKsT, tell 

Thy tale of dangnr to some happy heart. 
Which hath its^fittW wtxid of loved ettes rouid, 
For whom tetvunUe; and its tnoqiiU jogrs 
That make earth. Paradise, i stand aloBei 
^They that are blestnay fear* 

BribtrU U t&flKr not mm 

Vn» ne'er esnaands in Tain ?— mood ledgr, bead 
Thy spirit to thjjf late ; for know ttrnt he. 
Whose car of tnam^ in its eartbtj/aake path 
O'er the bow'd neck of postrate Sicily, 
Hath borne him to dominion ; he, aoy king, 
Charles of Anjou, decrees thy hand the boon 
My deeds have well-deserved; and who hath power 
Against his mandates ? 

Vittoria. Viceroy, tell thy lord, 

That e'en where chains He heaviest on the land. 
Souls may not all be fettered. Oft, ere now. 
Conquerors have rock'd the earth, yet failM to tame 
Unto their porpsses, tfnul restless ore, 
Inhabiting man's breast. — A sjparkbarsis forth. 
And so they perish !— 'tis the mte of tliose 
Who sport with lightning — And it may be his. 
— Tell him I fear him not, and thus am free. 

Eribert, 'Tiswell. Then nerve that lofty heart to bear 
The wrath which is not powerless. Yet again 
Bethink thee, lady ! — Love may change — halh changed 
To vigilant hatred oft, whose sleepless eye 
Still finds what roost it seeks for. Fare thee well. 
— Look to it yet ! — To-morrow I return. \Exii Eribert 
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VUtoria. To-morrow !— Some ere now have- dept and 
dreamt 
Of morrows which ne^er dawnM— or ne*er for them ; 
So sileat by their deep and still repose 7W 
Hath melted ioto death i^Are there not W^ 
Id Dature*8 boundless realm, to poor out sleep' 
Like diis, on me ?— Tet should my spirit still 
Endure its earthly bonds, till it could bear 
To Ais a glorious tale of his own isle. 
Free and avenged.— 7%oti sbould'st be now at work, 
In wrath, mr native Etna ! who dost lift 
Thy spiiy pillar of dark smoke so high, 
Throueh the red heaven of sunset !— sleep'st thou stilly 
With all thy founts of fire, while spoilers tread 
The glowing vales beneath ? (Procida enters disguised,) 

Ha! who art thou, 
Unbidden guest, that with so mute a step 
Dost steal upon me. 

Prodda, One, o*er whom hath passed 

All that can chanee man*8 aspect !— Yet not kxig 
Shalt thou find safety in forgetfulness. 
—I am he, to breathe whose oame is perilons. 
Unless thy wealth could bribe the winds to silence. 
— Know*st thou this, lady f [He shows a ring^ 

VUtoria, Righteous Heaven ! the pledge 
Amidst lUs people from the scaflfold thrown 
"By him who perish'd, and whose kingly blood 
Eiven yet is unatoned. — My heart beats hi^— 
-^Oh, welcome, welcome *• thou art Procida, 
Th* Avenger, the Deliverer ! 

Prodda. Call me so 

When my great ta^ is done. Tet who can tell 
If the returned be welcome i — Many a heart 
Is changed since last we met 

VUtoria. Why dost thou gaze. 

With such a still and solemn earnestness, 
Upon my alter'd mien ? 

Proeida. That I may read 

If to the widowd love of Conradin, 
Or the proud Eribert's triumphant bride, 
I now intrust my tate. 

VUtoria. Thou, Procida I 

That ffwu shouldst wrong me thus!-— Prolong thy gaze 
Till it hath found an answer. 
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Froddn. . Tis enough. 

I find it in thj cheek, whoee npid change 
Is from death's hae to fever's ; in the wild 
Unsettled brightness of thy prond dark eye. 
And in thy wasted fiMin. Ay, 'tis a deep 
And solenm joy, thas in ^y looks to trace. 
Instead of youth's gay bloom, the characters 
Ck noble simring ; — on thy brow the same 
Commandinr qpirit holds its native state 
Which could not stoop to vileness. Tet the voice 
Of Fame hath told aiar that thou shonldst wed 
This tyrimt, Eribert. 

VUtona. And told it not 

A tale of insolent love repell'd with scorn, 
Of stem commands and fearful menaces 
Met with indignant couraee ? — Procida ! 
It was but now that haugntily I braved 
His sovereign's mandate, which decrees my hand, 
With its fair appanage of wide domains 
And wealthy vassals, a most fittins boon, • 

To recompense his crimes. — I smued — ay, smiled — 
In proud secority ! ibr the high of heart 
Have still a pathway to escape disgrace. 
Though it be dark and lone. 

Prodda. Thon shah not need 

To tread its shadowy mazes. Trust my words ; 
I tell thee, that a spirit is abroad. 
Which will not slumber till its path be traced 
By deeds of fearful fame. Vittoria, live ! 
It is most meet that thou ahouldett live, to see 
The mighty expiation ; for thy heart 
(Foigive me that I wrong'd its faith) hath nursed 
A high, majestic grief, whose seal is set 
Deep on thy marble brow. 

Fiitoria, Then thou consrtell, 

By gazing on the wither'd rose, that there 
Time, or the blight, hath work'd ! — Ay, this is in 
Thy vision's scope : but oh ! the things unseen, 
Untold, undreamt of, which like shadows pass 
Hourly o'er that mysterious wcM-ld, a mind 
To ruin struck by grief !~Tet doth my soul, 
Far, 'midst its cbrkoess, nurse one soaring hope, 
Wherein is bright vitality.— 'Tis to see 
His blood avenged, and his fair heritage. 
My beautiful native land, in glory risen, 
Like a warrior from bis slumbers f 
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Prodda, Hear*8t thou not 

With what a deep And emiaoM moan, the vatce 
Of our graat moantain swells ?«-Tfaere will be non 
A fearful burst !•— Vittoria .' brood no mQire 
In silence o^er thy sorrows, but go for6i 
Amidst thy vassals, ^et be secret still) 
And let thy breath ^ve nurture to the spark 
Thou Mt find alreao^ kindled. I more on 
In shadow, yet awakening in my padi 
That which shall startle nations. Fare thee well. 

VUtoria. When shall we meet again ?— Are we DOt thOM 
Whom most he loved on earth, and think'st thou not 
Thai love e*en yet shall brin^ his spirit near 
While thus we hold communion f 

Proeida. Yes, 1 feel 

Its breathing influence whilst I look on thee, 
Who wert ists light in life. Tet will we not 
Make womanish tears our offering on his tomb ; 
He shall have nobler tribute! — I must hence, 
out (hou shalt soon hear more. Await the time. 

[EsKtwni separately. 

ScBNB in.'^The Sea-9hore. 

Raimond di Procioa. Constancb. 

Constance* There is a shadow ^r within your eye. 
Which hath of late been deepening. You were wont 
Upon the clearness of your open brow 
To wear a brighter spirit, shedding round 
Joy like our southeili sun. It is not well, 
If some daric ^KMsht be gathering o'er your soul. 
To hide it from affectkm. Why is tlus. 
My Raimond, why is this f 

Raimond, Oh! <rom the dreams 

Of youth, sweet Constance, hath not manhood still 
A wild and stormy wakening ?— They depart. 
Light after light, our glorious visions fade. 
The vaffuely beautifuf! till earth, unveiPd, 
Lies pake around ; and life's realities 
Pkess on the soul, from its unfieithom'd depth 
Rousing the fiery feeUngs, and proud thoughts, 
In all their feanul strength * — 'Tis ever thus, 
And doubly to with me ; tor I awoke 
With high asnirings, making it a curse 
To breathe wnen noble minds are bow'd, as here. 
Bather-It is not breath! 
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Constance. I kaaur iky grief, 

— And is U not mioe ?-*-for those devoted Bsea 
Doom*d with their Ufe lo expiate some wild word, 
Bom of the social hoar. Oh ! I have knek, 
-fi'en at my brother's feet, with fruitless teus, 
Imptoriiig him to spare. His heart is tkait 
Aeaiost my voice ; yet will I not forsake 
The cause of mercy. . 

Rmmond, Waste not thou thy prayers. 

Oh, mtle love, for them. Iliere*s little need 
For Pity, though the galling chaio |>e woio 
B? 8ome few slaves tlw less. Let them depart ! 
There is a world beyond Ih* oppressor's xwach. 
And thither lies their wigr. 

Constance. Alas ! I see 

That some new wrong hath pierced you to the soul. 

Rmmond. Fkirdoo, beloved Constance, if my words, 
From feelifijgs hourly stunjr, have caught, perchance, 
A tone of bitterness.-— >0h: when thine eyes, 
With their sweet eloquent thoughtfulness, are fix*d. 
Thus tenderly on mine, I should foiget 
All else in their soft beams ; and yet I came 
To tell thee— 

Comtanci, What ? What wouldst thou w^j ? speak !-- 
Thou wouldst not leave me! ' 

Aatmond. 2 hftvs cast a ckwd. 

The shadow of dask thoughts and niia'd fertuncs, 
O'er thy bright spirit iuply, were I gene. 
Thou wouldst resume thyself, and dwell once more 
In the clear sonny light of yoiith and joy. 
E'en as before we met->betbre we loved.' 

Constonc€. This is hot nochei7.**^Weli thou hnow'st thy 
love 
Hath given me nobler being : made ny heart 
A home ibi; all the deep soblunilieB 
Of strong affectkn ; aad I would not change 
Th' exalted life I draw fscm that pure source. 
With all its cfaeqner'dhiMS ef hope and fear, 
£v*n for the brightest calm. Thou most unkind ! 
Have Idesepv^tbisf 

Ramoni. Qk \ thou bast desenred 



A love less fetal to thy pea^ than 
Think not tismockenr !'-*>Bnt I cannot rest 
To be the ficomM ana trampled thing I am 

9 
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In this dtRnded Itnd. ItswryaluM, 
That iraila as if but festivals ware held 
Beneath their cloudless aiure, weigh pae down 
With a dull sense of bondage, and I pine 
For freedom's chartei*d air. I would go forth 
To seek my noble fether ; he hath been 
Too long a lonely exHe, and his name 
Seems feding in the dim obscurity 
Which gathers round my fortunes. 

ConstaNes. Must we pan .' 

And is it come to this ?— Oh ! I hare still 




AMi«. .w.^deep, , — L, J, 

Too full of hope, the casU on troubled waves 
The treasures of her soul ! 

Raimond. Oh, speak not thus ! 

Thy gonlle and desponding tones fall rold 
Upon n^ inmost heart~I leave thee but 
To be more worthy of a love like thine. 
For I have dreamt of feme !— A few short years, 
And we may yet be blest. 

CoMSloiics. A few Aort years ! 

Leu time may well mffica for death and fete 
1V> work all diange on earth !— To break the ties 
Which early lovehad form*d ; and to bow down 
Th' elastic spirit, and to blight each flower 
StrawQ in life's ciowded path !— But be it so .^ 
Be it enough to know that happiness 
Meets thee on other shores. 

Baimond, Where'er I roam 

Thou Shalt be with n^ «oul !— Thy soft tew voice 
Shall rise upon remembrance, like a strain 
Of music heard in boyhood, bringing back 
Life's moming feeshness.*— CHi ! &»X there should be 
Things, which we love with such deep tenderness, 
ButTSkfOttgh that love, to learn how much of wo 
Dwells in one hour like this !— Tet ween thou not I 
We shall meet soon; and many days, dear love. 
Ere I depart 

Constance, Then there's a respite stil}. 

Days !--not a day bat in its course may bring 
Some strange vicissitude to turn aside 
Th' hnpen&ir btew we dirink from.— -Fare tfaae weli.^ 

.■<X^ Raimond ! this is notour laH ferewell T 
Thou wooldst not so deceive me ! 
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Raim»nd. Doubt me not, 

GeuUest and best beloved ! we meet tgain. 

[Eitit CONITANCl. 

Raimond (offer a pause). When shall I breathe io free- 
dom, and give scope 
To those ontamenble and barniog thoug^hts, 
And restless aspirations, which coasome 
My heart i* th* land of bondage ? — Oh ! with you, 
Ye everlasting images of power, 
And of infinity ! thou blue-rolling deep. 
And you, ye stars ! whose beams are characters 
IVberewith the oracles of fate are traced ; 
With yoQ my soul finds room, and casts aside 
The weight that doth oppress her.— Bat my thoughts 
Are wanderinr far; there should be one to share 
This awful and majestic solitude 
Of sea and heaven with me. (Pbocida enitn unobmrved,) 

It is the hour 
He named, and yet he comes not. 

Prodda (coming forwardi. He is here. 

Raimond. Now, thou mysterious stranger, thou, whose 
glance 
Doth fix itself on memoff , and pursue 
Thoqght, like a spirit, hauntinc its lone hours ; 
Reveal thyself; what art thou? 

Prodda. One, whose life 

Hath been a troubled stream, and made its way 
Through rocks and darkness, and a thousand storms. 
With still a mighty aim. — But now the shades 
Of eve are gathering round me, and I come 
To this, my native mnd, that T may rest 
Beneath its vines in peace. 

Raimond. Seek'st thou for peace ? 

This is no land of peace : unless that deep 
And voiceless terror, which doth freeze roen*s thoughts 
Back to their source, and mantle its pale mien 
With a dull hollow semblance of repose. 
May so be called. 

Prodda. There are such calms full oft 

Preceding earthquakes. But I have not been 
So vainly school'd by fortune, and inured 
To shape ray course on peril's dizzy brink. 
That it should irk mv spirit to put on 
Such guise of hash*d suomissiveness as best 
May suit the troubled aspect of the times. 
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Mnmtmi* Whjt Hhu^ Uknl ut wdoome, strtMttr i to the 
land 
WlMm BKMt dianiiM is medial.— He wen bold 
yfhowm shottld wear hn tina^Cs upoa his brow 
Beneath Sicilian ikies. The brolher^s eye 
Doth search distnislfully the brother's Ace ; 
And friends, whose unaivided lives have drawn 
From th€ same past, their lon|^ lemembrances, 
Now meet in terror, or no more ; lest heaiti 
Full to o'eiflowinifi in their social hoer, 
Shonld poor out some rash word, which roving winds 
Might whisper to oer conquerors. — This it Is, 
To wear a meign yohe. 

BnKiim, It natters not 

To him who hoids the raa^siy o'er hk spirit. 
And .can suppress its woikiaga, tiH eadurance 
BiooMes asnnlaia. We can tame owsslves 
To all extfemes, and tlmn is that in Kfe 



To whadi we dug with most tewarioui erafp, 
Ev'h when its ioAj claims aie all ledueed 
To the poor c o mmon privilege of breathing.-* 
Why dott then tun away f 

Raimomd. What wttOdst thou wiCh me ^ 

I deem*d thee, by th* ascendant aool which livedi 
And made its throne on thy conimanditt brow. 
One of a sovereign nature, which woulcT scorn 
So to abase iti high capadf ies 
For aught on eaili. But fbdu art Vke the rest. 
What wouldst thou with me ? 

Procida, I would counsel thee. 

Thou must do that which men — st, valiant men,*— 
Hburiy submit to do i in the proud court, 
And in the stately camp, and at the board 
Of midn^;fat revellers, whose flush*d mirth is all 
A strife, won hardly .^-Where is he, whose heart 
Lies bars, through all its foldings, to the ease 
Of mortal eye ?'--4f vengeance wait the Se, 
Or fete th' oppressor, 'tis in depths cooceal'd 
Beneath a smiling surface. — ^Youth ! I aay 
Keep thy soul down !~Pat on a mask ! — Wt worn 
Alike by power and weakness, and the smooth 
And necious intercourse of life requires 
Its aid in every scene. 

Rainumd. Away, dissembler ! 

Life hath its high and its i^oble tasks. 
Fitted to every nature. Will the free 
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And royal eag^e stoop to learn the lu^ts 

By which the serpeotwins his spell-bound prey ? 

It is because I toiU not clothe myaeif 

III a vile garb of coward semblanceSt 

That now , e'en now, I struggle with niy heart, 

To bid what most I love a kmg farewell, 

And seek my country on some distant shore. 

Where such things are unknown ! 

Procida (fixultmgly). Why, this is joy ! 

After a long conflict with the doubts and fears, 
And the poor subtleties of meaner minds. 
To meet a spirit, whose bold elastic wing 
OppressioQ hath notcmsh'd. — Higrh-hearted youth ! 
Thy father, should his footsteps e*er again 
Visit these shores — 

Raimond, . My father ! what of him ? 

Speak ! was be known to thee ? 

Procida. In distant lands 

With him Pve traversed many a wild, and looked 
On many a danger ; and the thought that thou 
Wect smiling then in peace, a happy boy. 
Oh through the stonn hath cheerM him. 

Raimond. Dost thou deem 

That still he lives f— Oh ! if it be in chains, 
In wo, in porerty's obscurest cell. 
Say but he lives — and I will track his steps 
£*en to earth's verge ! 

Procida. It may be that he lives : 

Though long his name hath ceased to be a word 
Familiar in man's dwellings. But its sound 
May yet be heard ! — Rainpond di Procida, 
— Rememberest thou thy father ? 

Raimond, Fratn my mind 

His form hath faded long, for years have pass'd 
Since he went forth to exile : but a vag^e, 
Yet powerful, image of deep majesty. 
Still dimly ^thering round each thought of him, 
Doth claim mstinctive reverence ; and my love 
For his inspiring name hath long become 
Part of ray being. 

Procida, Raimond ! doth no voice 

Speak to thy soul, and tell thee whose the arms 
That would enfold thee now f — My son ! my son ! 

9* 
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Rounond, Father !— Oh God !*-my father ! Now I kmiw 
Wbj my heart woke before thee ! 

procida. Oh ! this hour 

Makes hope, reality t for thoa art all 
My dreams had pictured thee ! 

Ramond. Yet why so kng, 

E'en as a stranger, hast thou cross'd i^y paths. 
One nameless and unknown ? — and y^t I felt 
^ Each pulie within me thrilling to thy voic^. 

Procida. Because I would not link thy fate with mine, 
Till I could hail the day-spring of that hope . , 
Which now is gathering round ua. — Usten, youth ! 
Thou hast told me of a subdued, and 8Com*d, 
And trampled land, whose very soul is bow*d 
And fashkm'd to her chains : — but / tell thee 
Of a most generous and deroted land,' 
A land of kindling energies ; a land 
(3f glorious recollections ! — proudly trae 
To the high memoiy of her ancient kings, 
And rising, in majestic scorn, to cast 
Her alien bondage off ! 

Raimotid. And where is this ? 

procida. B€te^ in oor i^le, our own fair Sicily ! 
Her spirit is awake, and moving on. 
In its deep silence mightier, to regain 
Her place amongst the nations ; and the hour 
Of that tremendous effort is at hand. 

Raimond. Can it be thus indeed ?— Thou pour'st new life 
Through all my burning veins ! — I am as one 
Awakening from a chill and death-like sleep 
To the full glorious day. 

Procida. Thou shalt hear more 1 

Thou shalt hear things which would,-— which will arouse 
The proud, free spirits of our ancestors 
E'en frcHB their marble rest. Yet mark me well ! 
Re secret .'—for along my desitin'd path 
I yet must darkly move. — Now, follow me ; 
And join a band of men, in whose high hearts 
There lies a nation')} strength. 

Raimond. My noble father ! 

Thy words have given me all for which I pined — 
An aim, »hope, a purpose ! — And the bloud 
Doth rush ID warmer currents through mv veins, 

\ 
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A> a brighft fiKintftin from its icy bonds 
By the quick sun-stroke freed. 

^roddd. Ay.tbisiawe!!! 

Such natures burst men's chains !-— Now, foHow me. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SciNB I. — Jipatinunt in a Palae^, 

Ebibirt, Cokstanci. 

Constance. Will you notr bear me?— Oh! that they who 
need 
Hourly forgiveness, they who do but live, 
While mercy*8 voice, beyond Ih* eternal stars. 
Wins the ^reat Judge to listen, should be thus,'' 
In their vaui exercise ofpa^ eaot power. 
Hard and relentless .'—-Gentle brother, yet, 
*ris ifl your choice to imitate that Heaven 
Whose noblest joy is pardcm. 

EriUrt 'Tis too late. 

You have a soft and moving voice, which pleads 
With eloquent melody*— but they must die. 

Comtance. What, die .'•^for words ?— for breath, which 
leaves no trace 
To sully the pure air, wherewith it blends. 
And is, being uttcr'd, gone ?— Why *twere enough 
For such a venial fauU, to be deprived 
Cue little day of roan*8 free heritage, 
Heaven's warm ^ad sunn^ light ! — Oh ! if you deem 
That evil harbours in their souls, at least 
Delav the stroke, till guilt made manifest, 
Shall bid stern Justice wake. 

Eribert. I am not one 

Of those weak spirits, that timorously keep watch 
For fair occasions, thence to borrow hues 
Of virtue for their deeds. My school hath befsn 
Whetfe power sits crownM and arm*d,— And, m^rfc me, sis- 
ter! 
To a distrustful nature it might seem 
Strange, that your lipS thus earnestly should plead 
For these Sicilian rebels. O'er my being 
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Suspicion holds no povirer'~— And yet take note. 
— I have said, and ihey must die. 

Constance. Have you no fear ? 

Eribert. Of what ?— ^that heaven should fall f 

Conaiance. No ! — but that earth 

Shottl(i arm in madness.— Brother ■ I have seen 
Dark eyes bent on you, e*en ^i^idst festal throngs, 
Wite such deep hatred settled in t^ir glance. 
My heart hafli died within me. I 

Eribert. Am I then i 

To pause, and doubt, and shrink, because a girl, 
A dlreaming girl, hath trembled at a look? 

Constance. Oh ! looks are no illusions, when the soul, 
Which may not speak in words, can find no Ivay 
But theirs, to liberty ! — How not thesQ men / 

Brave sons, or noble brutbers f . , ' 

Eribert. Yes ! whose n^me . 

It rests with nie to make a word of fear, 
A sound JTorbidden ^niidst the haunts of men. 

Constance. But not Cbrgotteu ! — Ah ! beware, beware ! 
— Nay, look not sternly on me. — There is one 
or that devoted band, who yet will need 
Years to be ripe for death. — He is a youth, 
A very boy, on whose unshaded cheek 
The spring-time glow is lingering. *Twas but now 
His mother left me, with a timid hope ' 

Just dawning in her breat<t; — and i — 1 dared 
To foster its faint spark.*— You smile ! — Oh I then 
He will be saved ! 

Eribert. Nay, I but snriiled to think 

What a fond fool is hope !•— 'She may be taught 
To deem tliat the great sun will change his course 
To work her pleasure ; or the tomb give back 
Its inmates to ner arms. — In sooth^ 'tis strange ! 
Yet, with your pitying heart, you should not thus 
Have mockM the boy*s sad mother— I have said, 
You should not thus have mocked her! — Now, farewell. 

[Exit Eribxrt. 

Constance. Oh, brother ! hard of heart !— for deeds like 
these 
There must be fearful chastening, if on high 
Justice doth hold her state. — And I roust tell 
Yon desolate mother that her fair young son 
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U thus (0 periflh !— Haplf th« dread tale 

May day her too ;— forMaTea is merciful. 

•—'Twill be a better talk .' [Exit CoiiaTAiict. 

SciMB 11.-^.^ ruitud Totper, surrounded % Woode. 

^OCIDA. VlTTORfA. 

Proeida. Thy vasea!^ are prepared (heto f 

yUUria. Yes, they irait 

Thy smninoas to their task. 

Prodda, Keep the flame bright, 

Bat bidden, till thishonr.— Woaiast tboQ dan, lady, 
To ioiD oor councils at the nirfat's mid-vratcfa, 
In toe lone caVeni by the rock-hewn cross f 

Fiiiotia. What should I shrink fram ? 

JProdda. Oh ! the forest paths 

Areditt and wikl, •*en when the HBsiblaa 8ti«aaa 
Through their high trCbas : but whan powerful night 
Comes, with her ckmdy phantoms, and her pale 
Uncertain moonbtaikiii^ and the hallow aoaiidi 
Of her mysterioius winds ; their aspect then 
Is of another and more fearful W6rld ; 
A realm of mdistinct and shadowy forms, 
"Wakening itnnBe thoughts, ahnost too much Aff this, 
Oor frail terrestrial nature. 

ntioria. Well I know 

All this, and more. Suph scenes have been th* abodes 
Where thyon^h the silence of my soul have pas^d 
Voices, and visions from the whereof those 
That have to die no more .'— Nay, doubt it not ! 
If such unearthly intercomw hath e'er 
Been granted to our nature, *tis to hearts 
Whole love is with the dead. They, they alowe^ 
Uomadden'd could sustain the fearful joy 
And glory of its trances !<— at the hour 
Which makes guilt tremulous, and peoples earth 
And air with infinite, viewless multitudes, 
I wHl be with thee, Procida. 

Proeida, Thy presence 

Will kindle nobler thoughts, and, in the souls 
Of sulferine and indignant men, arouse 
That which may strengthen our ntajestic cause 
With 3*et a deeper power.— Know 'St thou the spdt ? 
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Vittoria. Fall well. There is no scene $o wild and lone 
In these dinji woods, but I have visited ' , 

Its tangled shades. • . 

Procidd, At midnight then we meet. 

^ [Exit Pbocida. 

Vittoria, Why should Ifear.?~Thoa wilt be with me, 
' thou, 
'tW' immortal dream and shadow of my soul, 
Spirit of him I love ! that meet'st me still i. 

In loneliness and silence ; in the noon . 
Of the wild night, and in the forest-depths, 
Known bat to me; for whom thou giv'st the winds 
And sighing leaves a cadence of thy voice. 
Till my heart faints with that o'erthrilling jov ! 
—Thou wilt be with me there, and lend my lips 
Words, fiery words, to flush dark cheeks with shame. 
That thou art unavenged ! {Exit Vittoria. 

Scene UI.— jfl Chanel, trith a Momammt^ en vohich is laid 

a Sioord.—Mo<niUght. 

PaocioA. Raimond. Montalba. 

Monialba. And know you not my story ? 

Procida. In the lands 

V^here I have been a wanderer, your deep wrongs 
Were numbered with our country's ; but their tale 
Came onUr in faint echoes to mine ear. 
I would iain hear it now. 

Moniaiba. Hark ! while you spoke. 

There was a voice- like murmur in the breeze. 
Which ev'n like death came o*er mfe : — ^*twa8 a night 
Like this, of clouds contending with the nxxm, 
A night of sweeping winds, of rustling leaves. 
And swift wild shaoows floating o'er the earth. 
Clothed with a phaotom-life ; when, after years 
Of battle and captivity, I spurr'd 
My good steed homewards. — Oh ! what lovely dreams 
Rose on my sprit ! — There were tears and smiles, 
But all of joy .'—And there were bounding steps, 
And clinging arms, whose passionate clasp of love 
Doth twine so fondly ruiua the warrior^s neck. 
When his plumed helm is doflTd. — Hence, feeble thoughts ! 
— ^I am sterner now, yet once such dreams were mine ! 

Ruimond. And were they realizM ? 
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MtmUUba. Youth i Ask me not, 

Bot listen !— 1 drevr near my own fiiir home ; 
There was no light along its walls, uo sound 
Of bugle pealing' from the watch-tower's heieht 
Ac my approach, although my trampling steed 
Made the earth ring; yet the wide gates were thrown 
Ail open.— Then my heart misgave me first. 
And on the threshold of my silent hall 
I paused a moment, and the wind swept hr 
With the same deep and dirge- like tone which pierced 
My soul e*en now. — ^1 calPd — my struggling voice 
Gave utterance to my wife's, my children's, names ; 
They answered not— I roused my failing sti^ei^^. 
And wildfy rush'd within— And they were there. 

Redmond. And was all well ! 

Montaiba. Ay, well :-^for death is well, 

And they were all at rest ! — I see them yet, 
Pale in their innocent beauty, which had fail'd 
To 9tay th' assassin's arm ! 

Haimond, Ob, righteous Heaven ! 

Who hsd dope this ? 

MorUdUba. Who! 

Proeida. Canst thou question, who ? 

Whom hath the earth to perf)etrate such deeds, 
In the cold-blooded revelry of crime. 
But those whose yoke is on us ? 

RtMnamA. Man of wo ! 

What words hath pity ibr despair like thine \ 

MoTUalba. Pity .'—-food youth!— My soul disdains the 
grief 
Which doth unbosom its deep secrecies, 
To ask a vain o^panionship of tears, 
And so to be relieved ! 

prodda. For woes like these. 

There is no sympathy but vengeance. 

Monialba, None ! 

Therefore 1 brought you hither, that your hearts 
Might catch the spirit of the scene ! — Look round ! 
We arc in the awful presence of the dead ; 
Within yon tomb they sleep, whose gentle blood 
Weighs down the murderer's soul. — They sleep ?— but 1 
Am wakeful o'er their dust !— T laid my sword. 
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l/Vidiout its abeftllit oa their seiwlchnl atobe, 

As CD an ijtar; aud th* etemal stars* 

And heaven, aud night, bore witness to my row, 

Nomot« to wield it save in one great cause. 

The vengeance of the grave !*-And now the hour 

Of Ihat atonement cornea! 

[He takes the iufordfrom tJu tomb. 

Rabnond* My spirit bams ! 

And mar fall heaH almost to bursting isweHs. 
—Oh ! for the day of battle ! 

Proctdo* Raimond, they 

Whose souls are dark with gniltkss blood must die ; 
—But not in battle. 

Raimond. How, my &ther? 

JVooflff, No! 

liOoh on that sepulchre^ and it will teach 
Another lesson. — ^Batth* appointed boor 
Advances.— Thott wilt join our chosen bandt 
Noble Montalba? 

Montaiba, Leave me for a time. 

That I may calm my soul by intercourse 
With the still dead, befeaw I mix with men, 
And with their passions. I have nursed fi>r yiears, 
In silence and in solitude, the flame 
Which doth consume me ; and it is not used 
Thus to be look'd or breath*d on.— Procida .' 
I would be tranquil^or appear so— ere 
lioin yonr brave coo&derates. Through my heart 
Toere strack a pang^bat it will soon bare psss'd. 

^rqdda. Remember !•— in the cavern by the croos. ^ 

Now, fi>llow me, my son. [Hxeunt Procib a and Raimond. j 

,MonUaba{aJ^ap0uM,iMmntemtkeiomb). Said he, 

** my 8on ^"'-Now, wJiy should this maa*s life 
Gp down In hope, thus resting on a son, 
And I be desolate f-»How strange a sound 
Was that—" my son .'*•— I had a boy, who might 
Have worn as tree a soul upon his brow 
As doth this youth.— Why should the thought of him 
Thus haunt me?— when I tread the peopled ways 
Of life again, I shall be passed each hour 
By fathers with tbeir cbudnn, and I awst 
Learn calmly to look on.*— Methinks 'twere noir 



A glo^Bv '•^^laHop to behold 
Airmen bereft, a^ I am ! -JJot away. 
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Vain thoughttf'-Aie task is left (or blighted hearts, 

And it shSl be fuifillU [Exit Moktalba. 

SciNB XT. — Entrance qf a Caiw, turrounded hy Rocks and 
FoTtaU, A rwU Crou «em among Me jRoeks* 

PrOcida. Raimond. 

Prodda. And it is tbtu, betieath the solemn skies 
Of midn^^i and in solitarj caves. 
Where tfo wild forest- creatures make their lair, — 
Is *t thos the chie& of Sicily must hold 
The coancils of their country f 

Rabnond. Why such scenes 

In their primeTal majesty, beheld 
Thus by feint starlight, and the partial glare 
Of the red-streaming lava, will mspire 
Far deeper thoughts than pillarM hails, wherein 
Statesmen holdweaiy vigils. — Are we not 
d^ershadow'd by (hat Etna» which of old 
With' its dread prophecies, hath struck dism&y 
Through tyrants* hearts, and bade them seek a home 
In other, clbnes ? — Hark !. from its depths e*en now 
What hollow naoans are sent t 

Enter Montauba, Guibo, and other Sicilians. 

Proeida. Welcome, rav brave associates ! — ^We can shaije 
The woirs wild freedom here!— Th* oppressor's haunt 
Is not *midst rocks and caves. Are we all met ? 

(UeiRang. All, alt ! 

Proeida. The torch-light, sway'd by eveiy gust. 
But dimly shows your features.— Where is he 
Who from his battles had retum*d[ to breathe 
Once more, without a corslet, and to meet 
The voices, and the footsteps, and the smiles. 
Blent with his dreams of home ?->0f that dark tale 
The rest Is known to vengeance ! — Art thou herd. 
With thy deep wrongs and resolute despair. 
Childless Montalba f 

MmUalba (advancing). He is at thy side. 
€^1 on that desolate father, la the iiour 
When his revenge is nigh. 

Proeida. Tlioii, im^ come foitb. 

From thine own halls an exile ! — Dest ftli i m wmki 
The monntain-faiitBesses thy dwelling still, 
White hostile )miw6*s, o*er thy lampart waljs. 
Wave their proud blaioory ? 

10 
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First Sicilian. Even sa I stood 

Last night before my owa aocestral towers 
Aq unknown outcast, while the tempest beat ' 
On raj bare head — ^what reck'd it?— There was joy 
Within, and revelry ; the festive lamps 
Were streammg from each turret, aod^y songSt 
r th* stranger's tongue, made mirth. They little deemed 
Who heard thefr melodies !— but there are thoughts 
Best nurtured in the wild ; there are dread vows 
Known to the mountain-echoes. — Procida '• 
Call on the outcast when revenge is nigh. 

Procida^ I knew a young Sicilian, one whose heart 
Should be all fire. On that most guilty day. 
When, with our martyr"*d Conradin, the flower 
Of the land's knighthood perish'd ; he, of whom 
/ speak, a weeping boy, whose innocent tears 
Melted a thousand hearts that dared not aid, 
Stood by the scaffold, with extended arms, 
Calling upon his father, whose last look 
Turn'd full on him its parting agony. 
The Esther's blood guah'd o'er him 1-— and t^e boy 
Then dried his tears, and, with a kindling eye, 
Aad a proud flush on his young cheek, look'd up 
To the oright heaven. — Doth he remember still 
That bitter hour? 

Second Sicilian. He bears a sheathless sword < 

— Call on the orphan when revenge is nigh. 

Procida. Our band shows nllantly — but there are men 
Who should be with us now, bad they not dared 
In some wild moment of festivity 
To give their full hearts way, and breathe a wish 
For freedom ! — and some traitor— ^t might be 
A breeze perchance — bore the forbidden sound 
To Eribert :— so they must die — unless 
Fate (who at times is wayward) should select 
Some other victim first !— But have they not 
Brothers or sons among us ? 

Guido. Look on me ! 

I have a brother, a young high-soul'd boy. 
And beautiful as a sculptor's dream, witti brow 
That wears, amidst its dark rich curls, the stamp 
Of inborn nobleness. In truth, he is 
A glorious creature !— But his doom is seal'd 
With their's of whom you spoke ; and I have knelt — 
. — Ay, scorn me not ! 'twas for his life — 1 kncilt 
E^n at the viceroy's feet, and he put on 
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That heartless laugh cyf cold malignity 
We know so well, and spurn'd me. — But the stain 
Of shame like (bis, takes blood to wash it of!^ 
And thtu it shall be canceird ! — Call on me, 
When the stern^tnomdbt of revenge is nigh. 

Proeida. I call upon' thee tww! The land*s high soul 
Is roused, and movins onward, like a breeze 
Or a swift ambeam, kindling nature^s hues 
To deeper life before it. In hiacbains, 
Thfe peasaiit dreams of freedom !•— Ay, *tis thus 
Opprei8ion*'ffltos th' imperishable flame 
With mofit^lftaconscious hand^h— No praise be her's 
For what sh^lindly works ! — When slavery's cup 
Overflows its' bounds, the creeping poison, meant 
To dull our senses, through each ouming vein 
Pours fever, tending a d^irious ^reneth 
To burst ma&s fetters-^and ibey^shMl be burst ! 
I have heped,*wheif hope seemed frenzy ; but a power 
Abides in human wAl, when bent with strong 
Unswerving energy on one great aim. 
To nMke and rule its fortunes !— I have been 
A wanderer in the fulness of my years, 
A restless pilgrim of the earth and seas, 
(gathering the ^nerous thoughts of other lands, 
To aid our holy cause. And aid is near : 
But we must gi^ Uie signal. Now, before 
The majesty ofyon pure Ueaven^ who«e eye 
Is on our hearts, ^ose righteous arm befriends 
The arm that strikes for freedom ; speak ! decree 
The fitta of our oppressors. 

Montalba. ^ Let them fall 

When dreaming least of peril ! — When the heart, 
Basking in sunny pleasure, doth forget 
That hate may smile, but ^eeps not.—- Hide the sword 
•With a thick veil of myrtle, and in halls 
Of banqueting, where the full wine-cop shines 
Red in the festal torch-light ; meet we there, 
And bid them welcome to the feast of death. 

proeida. Thy noice is low and broken, and thy words 
Scarce meet our ears. 

MotUalba. Why, then, I thus repeat 

Their import. Let th' aveneing sword burst forth 
In some free festal hour, and we lo him 
Who first shall spare ! 

Rmmand. Must innocence and guilt 

Perish alike? 



112 TH£ VESPSiRfi 

Jiionialba, Who talks of innocence ? 

When hath ikeir band been stay'd for innocence? 
Let them all perish ! — Heaven will choose its own. 
Why should their children live f — The earthquake whelms 
Its undistinguishM thousands, making graves 
Of peopled cities in its p^th — and this 
Is Iieaven*s dread justice — ay, and it is well I 
Why then should we be tender, when the skies 
Deal thus with man ?— What, if the infant bleed ? 
Is there not power to hush the mother's panes? 
What, if the youthful bride perchance snouTd fall 
In her triumphant beauty ?^-Should we pause ? 
As if death were not mercy to the pangs 
Which make our lives the records of our foes ? * 
Let them all perish !— And if one be found ' 
Amidst oar band, to stay th* avenging steel 
For pity, or remoros, pr boyjsh lore. 
Then be his doom as theirs ! i4 patm. 

Why gilte ye ttau! 

Brethren, what means your silence ! 

SieUiana. Be it so! 

If one among us stay th' avenging steel 
For love or pity, be his doom as theirs ! 
Pledge we our iaith to this I 

Raimond {rushing foward tmKffUi»%}. Our feith 

to this ! 
No ! I but dretma I heard it )o*Can it be? 
My countrymen, awr father!— Is it thos 
That freedom should be won ?-^Awake ! Awake 
To loftier thoughts !— Lift up, exultingly, 
On the crownM heights, aiia to the sweeping winds 
Vour glorious banner !— Let ywr trumpfet's olast 
Make the tombs thrill with echoes ! Call aloud. 
Proclaim from all your hills, the land shall bear 
The stranger's yoke no longer ! — ^What is he 
Who carries on his practised lip a smile. 
Beneath his vest a dagger, which but waits 
Till the heart bounds with y>y, to still its beatings ? 
Tiiat which our nature^s instinct doth recoil from, 
And our blood curdle at— Ay, yours and mine— 
A mnrdemr !— Heard ye?— Shall that name with ours 
Go down to after days ? — Oh, friends ! a cause 
l.ike that for which we rise, hath made bright names 
Of the elder time as rallTing-words to men, 
Sounds full of might and immor tality • 
And shall not ours be such ? 
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Monialba, Fond dreamer, peace ! 

Fame !. What is fame f — Will oar onconscious dust 
Start into thrtlling rapture from the grave, 
At the vain breath of praise f — I tell ye, youth, 
Oar souls are parchM with agonizing thirst, , 
Which must be quench'd though death were in the draught : 
We must have vengeance, for our foes have left 
No other joy unbligbted. 

Proeida, Ob ! my son. 

The time is past for such high dreams as thine. 
Thou know*8t not whom we deal with. • Knightly faith, 
And chivGtlrous honour, are but things wheieoa 
They cast disdainful pity. We must meet 
Falsehood with wiles, and insult with revenge. 
And, for our^names-— whatever the deeds, by which 
We burst our bondage — is it not enough 
That in the chronicle of da} s to come. 
We, through a bright • For Ever,' shaH be cali'd 
The men who saved their country ? 

Raimond, Many a land 

Hath bow'd beneath the yoke, and then arisen, 
As a strong lion rending silken bunds. 
And on the open field, before high Heaven, 
Wdd sach majestic vengeance, as hath made 
Its name a power on earth. — Ay, nations own 
It is enouKn of ^lory to be call*d 
The children of the mighty, who redeem*d 
Their native soil — but not by means like these. 

MorUmlba. I have no children.— Of Montalba*6 blood 
Not one red drop doth circle through the veins 
Of aught that breathes .?— Why, what have /to do 
Widifer futurity ?— My spirit lives 
But in the past. —Away ! when thou dost stand 
On this fair earth, as doth a blasted tree 
Which the warm sun revives not, then return, 
Strong in thy desolation ; but till then. 
Thou art not for our purpose ; we have need 
Of more unshrinking hearts. 

Raimond. Montalba, know, 

1 shrink from crime alone. Oh ! if my voice 
Might yet have power among you, I would say, 
Associates, leaders, be avenged ! but yet 
As knights, as warriors ! 

Montalba, Peace ! have we not borne 

Th* indelible taint of contumely and chains.^ 

10* 
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We aire Tutt knights and warriors. — Oar bright cmsts 
Have beeti ciefiled aad trampled to the eaim 
Boy .' we are slaves — and oar revenge ^U be 
Deep as a slaveys disgrace. ^ 

Raimond, Whj, then farewell : 

I leave you to your coonsels. He that still 
Would bold his lofty natttre undebased, 
And his name pare, were but a loiterer here. 

Procida. And Is it thus indeed ? — dpst thou forsake 
Our cause, my son ! 

JRotmofut. Oh, fitther ! what proud hope^ 

This hour hath blighted \ — ^yet, whatever betide 
It is a noble privilege to look op 
Fearless in heaven's bright face-^and this is mkie* 
And shall be still. — ' [Exit IUimond. 

Procida. He's gone ! — Why, let it be ! 

I trust our Sicily hath many a son 
Valiant as mine.-— Associates !— 'tis decreed 
Our foes shall perish. — We have but to name 
The hour, the scene, the signal. 

Montalba, It should be 

In the full city, when some festival 
Hath lathered throngs, and luil*d infatuate hearts 
To brief security. Hark ! is there not 
A sound of hurrving footsteps on the breeze ? 
We are betray'd.— Who art thou ? 

ViTTORiA eniera. 

Procida, One alooe 

Should be thus daring. Lac(y, lift the veil 
That shades thy noble brow.. 

(8As raise$ her veil, ihe SiciUans draw back with reaped.) 

SieiUant, Th' affianced bride 

Of our lost king ! 

Procida. And more, Montalba ; know 

Within this form there dwells a soul as high 
As warriors in their battles e'er have proved, 
Or patriots on the aca&ld. 

Fittoria, Valiant men ! 

1 come to ask your aid. Tou see me, one 
Whose widoird youth hath all been consecrate 
To a proud sorrow, and whose lifo is held 
Jtn token and niemoiial of tbe dead. 
Say, is it meet that, ltQg«rfa)g thus on earth, 
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But to behold one groat atonemeat nutde, 

And ke^p one name from hd'mg in men's hearts, 

A tyrant's vriil should fotce me to profane 

Heaven's altar with unhallow'd vows— and live 

Stung by the keeawHittiefable scorn 

Of my own boaon» live— «iiQthev'8 bride ? 

Sieiliafu. Never, oh, never! — fear not, noble \ftAy ! 
Worthy of Conradinl 

Vittoria. Yet hear me still. 

His bride, that Eribert*s, who notes our tears 
With his insulting eye of cold derision. 
And, could he pierce the depths whem feehog works, 
Would number e'en our agooiet as crimes. 
—Say, is this meet ? 

Ouido. We deem'd these nuptials, lady, 

Thy willing choice.; bat 'tis a jay to find 
Thou art noble still. Fear not ; by all our wrongs 
This shall not be. 

Prodda. Vittoria, tboa art come 
To ask our aid, but we have need of tbioe. 
Know, the conpletionof our high des^ns 
Requires — a festival ; and it must be 
Thy bridal ! 

Fittoria, Procida ! 

Prodda, Nay, start not thus. 

'Tis no hard task to bind vour raven hair 
With festal garlands, and to bid the song 
Bise, and the wine*cup mantle. No — nor yet , 
To meet your suitor at tiie flittering shrine. 
Where death, not love, awaits him ! 

Vittoria. Can my soul 

Dissemble thus ? 

Prodda. We have no other means 

Of winning our ereat birthright back from those 
Who have usurp'd it, than so lulling them 
Into vain confidence, that &ey may deem 
AH wrongs forgot ; and tliis may best be done 
By what I tak of thee. 

MonUUba. Then will we mix 

With the fiash'd revellers, making their gay feast 
The harvest of the grave. 

Fittoria. A bridal day! 

-^Mut it be flo f^T^o* cinefii of Sicily, 
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I bid you to my nuptials I but be tbare 

WUb your bright swords unsheath'd, for thus alone 

JUy gueste should be adoraM. 

Procida. And let thy banquet 

Be soon announced) for there are noble men 
Sentenced to die, for whom we fain would purchase 
Reprieve with other blood. 

Vitioria. Be it then the day 

Preceding that appointed for their doom. 

Quido. My brother, thou shalt li?e !— Oppression boasts 
No gift of prophecy ! — It but remains 
To name our signal, chiefs ! 

Mimlalba, The Vespftr-bell. 

Procida. Even so, the Vesper-bell, whose deep-toned peal 
Is heard o*er land and wave. Part of our band^ 
VSTearing the guise of antic revelry, 
Shall enter, as in some fiuitastic pageant. 
The halls of Eriberi; and at the hour 
Devoted to the sword's tremendous teak, 
I follow with the rest.— The Vesper-bell ! 
That sound shall wake th* avenger ; for 'tis come, 
The time when uower ia in a voice, a breath. 
To burst the spell which bound us. But the night 
Is waning, with her stars, which, one by one» 
Warn us to part Friends, to your homes !•— your homes ? 
TAiif name \a yet to win.— Away, prepare 
For our next meeting in Palermo's walls. 
The Vesper-bell ! Kemember ! 

iSicHioM. * Fear us not 

The Vespei^bell! [Eaceuni omines. 

KffO op ACT TBI liECOKD. 



ACT THE THIRD. 
SciNB 1. — Aparimeniin a Falace. 

ErXBIRT. ViTTOaiA. 

fittoria. Speak not of love — ^it is a word with deep, 
Strange magic in its melancholy sound. 
To summon up the dead ; and they should rest, 
At such an hour, forgotten. There are things 
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We must throw fromofi, when the heart woald gather 
Strength to fulfil its settled porpMes : 
Therefore, no more of love I— Bat, if to robe 
This form in bridal ornaments, to smile, . 
(I can smile jet,) at thy ga^ feast, and stand 
At th* ahar by thy side ; if this be deem*d' 
Enough, it shall be done. 

Eribnrt My fortune's star 

Dotii rule the* ascendant still ! {Apixrt.)-^U not of love, 
Then pardon, lady, that I speak of joy. 
And with exulting heart—*— 

VUtoria, Then is no joy .' 

•- Who diall look through the far fotority, 
And, as the shadowy visioBtof event! 
Beveli^ on his gaie, *midat Ibua dhn &iQi^, 
IHire with oracular mien, to point, and say, 
*' Thia will bring happiness r*~- Who shall do this ? 
—Who, thou a&d I, and all .'—There's Oas, wbo aits 
In his Own bright tranquillity enthroned, 
High o'er all storms, and kMking far beyond 
Their thickest cloudi ; but we, from whose doU ^yw 
A grain of dost hides the great sua, e'en vte 
Usurp his attributes, and talk, as seeis, 
Of future joy and grief f 

Eriberi. Thy words are stranre. 

Yet will I hope that peace at length shall lattie 
Upon thy troubled heartland addsoft grace 
To thy majestic beauty. — Fair Vittoria! 
Oh ! if my cares— 

Vitiarut. I know a day shall come 

Of peace to all. Ev'n from my darkened spirit 
Soon shall each restless wi&b be exorcised, 
Which haunts it now, and I shall then lie down 
Serenely to repose. Of this no more, 
»— I have a boon to ask. 

Eribert, Command my power, 

And deem it thus most inonour'd. 

Vittoria. Have I then 

Soar'd such an eagle- pitch, as to command 
The mighty Eribert? — And yet 'lis meet ; 
For I bethink me now, I should have worn 
A crown upon this forehead. — Generafts k>rd| 
Since thus you give me freedom, know, there is * 
An hour I have loved from duldhood* and a sovnd 
Whose tones, o'er aod earth and ocean sweetly bearing 
A sense of deep repose, have lull'd roe oft 
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To peace — ^which is foigetfuloess : Imeui 
The Vesper-bell. 1 pnnr Toa, let it be 
The summoos to oar briaar^Hear you not ? 
To our fair bridal ! 

Eriberi. Lady, let your will 

Appoint each circumstance. I am but too bless'd 
Proving my homage thus. 

Fittoria, Why, then, 'tis mine 

To rale the glorious Ibrtunes of the day. 
And 1 may m content. Yet much remains 
For tfaott|fht to brood on, and 1 would be left 
Alone with my resolves. Kind Eribert ! 
(Whom I command so absolutely,) now 
Fart we a fisw brief hours ; and doubt not, when 
I am at thy side once more, but I shall stand 
There— to the last 

Eriberi. Tour smiles are troubled, lady ; 

May they ere long be brighter !— Time will seem 
Slow till the Vesper-belL 

Ftttoria. *Tls lovefs' phrase 

To sa^jr — Time lags ; and therefore meet for you : 
But with an equaipaoe the hours move on. 
Whether they bear, on their swift silent wing. 
Pleasure or — ^&te. 

Eribert. Be not so full of tfaougfat 

On such a day.— Behold, the skies themselves 
Look on my joy with a triumphant smile, 
Unshadowed by a cloud. 

Vittoria. *Tis veiy meet 

That Heaven (which loves the just) should wear a smile 
In honour of his fortunes.— 49ow, my lord, 
Forgive me if I say, farewell, until 
Th' appointed hour. 

Eribert Lady, a brief &rewell. 

[Exeunt sqmraMy. 
> 
SciNB n.— 7%e Seo'shore. 

Pbocida. Raimond. 

Prodda. And dost thou still refuse to share the glory 
Of this, our daring enterprise? 

Raimond. Ob, father ! 

I too have dreamt of glory, and the word 
Hath to my soul been as a trumpets voice, 
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Making my natiue tleepless.*— Bat the deeds 
WberMjy hwka won, tM high exploits, whose Ule 
Bids the heart bnm, were of another cast 
Than such as thou reqairest 

Prodda, ' - Every deed 

Hath sanctity, if bearing for its aim 
The Freedom of our c<Nintry ; and the sword , 
Alike is hoiiour'd in the patriot's hand. 
Searching, 'midst warrior-^iosts, the heart which gave 
Oppresskm birth ; or flashing through the gloom 
Of the still chamber, o*er its troubled couctii 
At dead of night. 

Rainumi(Uirmng away). There is no path but one 
For noble natures. 

Prodda, TlTouldst thou ask (he man 

Who to the earth hath dash'd a nation's chains, 
Rent as with Heaven's own lightning« by what tmans 
The elorious end was won ?•— <So, swell th' acclaim - 
Bid the deliverer, hail ! and if his paUi 
To that most bright and sovereign destiny 
Hath led o'er trampled thoasaods, be it call'd 
A stem necessity, and not a crime ! 

Baimond. Father ! my soul yet kindles at the thought 
Of nobler lessons, in n^ boyhood leam'd 
Ev'n from thy voice.-^The hig^ remembrances 
Of other days are stii^ni^ in the heart 
Where thou didst plant them ; and they speak of men 
Who needed no vam sophistry to gild 
Acts, that would bear Heaven's light.— >And such be mine ! 
Ob, &ther ! is it vet too late to draw 
The praise and blessiog of all valiant hearts 
On our most righteous cause ? 

Prodda. What wouldst thou do ? 

Ramond, I would go forth, and rouse th' indignant land 
To generous combat Why should Freedmn strike 
Mantled with darkness ? — ^Is there not more strength 
E'en in the waving of her sinele arm 
llkan hosts can wield against ner ?— I would rouse 
That spirit, whose fire &th press resistless on 
To its proud sphere, the stormy field of fight I 

Proetda. Ay I and give time and warning to the foe 
To gather all his might !— It is too late. 
There is a work to be this eve begun, 
When rings the Yesper-bell ; and, long before 
To-morrow's sun hatn reach'd i' th* noonday heaven 
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His IhroiM of boraiae^ sloiyt ev«i7 Mond 

Of the ProfwKiJ tongae wiMa ow wmlls, 

As by one tliaiiderslrak«-*(foa are pale, 07 son)— 

Shall be for ever sUenoed. 

Rtthriond. What ! such sounds 

As falter 00 the lip of iniaiicy 
In its imperfect oltaiaiice ? or ara breathed 
By the find mother, as she lalls her babe ? 
Or in sireet hymns, Qpoa the twilight ailr 
I\Nir*d by the timid maid ?— Most all alike 
Be stiUM in death ; and wonldst thou teR my heart 
There is no crime in this ? 

Procida, Smce thon dost feel 

Soch horror of our puipose, in thy power 
Are means that might avert it 

jRowiond. Speak ! Oh speak I 

Procida. How would those rescued thousands bless thy 
name, 
Shottldst thou betray us ! 

Raimond, Father ! I can bean- 

Ay, proudly woo — the keenest questioning 
Ot thy soui-gifted eye ; which almost seems 
To claim a part of Heaven's dread royally, 
— l%e power that searches thought ! 

Procida ifffier apauae.) Thoo hast a brow 

Clear as the day — and yet I doubt tiiee, Baimond ! 
Whether it be that I have leam'd distrust 
From a long look through man's deep-folded heart ; 
Whether my paths have been so seldom cross'd 
By honour and fair mercy, that they seem 
But beautiful deceptions, meeting ttras 
Mv uoaccustomM gaze ;*-howe'er it be — 
1 doubt thee I-^See thoo waver not — ^take heed 
Time lifts the Veil from all things ! [Esit Pkocida. 

Raunond. And 'tis thus 

Youth fades frGm off our spirit ; and the robes 
Of beauty and of majesty, wherewith 
We clothed our idols, drop !— Oh ! bitter day. 
When, at the crudiing of our glorious world. 
We start, and find men thus !— Yet be it so ! 
Is not my soul still powerful, in itself 
To realize its dreams N~Ay, shrinking not 
From the pure eye of Heaven, my brow may well 
■"•^^unted meet my father's.— But, away ! 

^alt be saved, sweet Constance !— Love is nt 
• than vengeance. [Exit Raimos^. 
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SciNt Ul.— -Gardens <ff a 'PaUtee, 

CoNSTAHct, aione. 

Ocnuionof. There was a time when my thmgfats wanderM 
> not 
Seyond these hxty tceoes ! when, bat to catch 
Ttie languid fragcance of the soatbern breoa 
From (m rich>flowarinr citrons, or to rest, 
Dreaming of some wild legend, in the shade 
Of the dark laurel-foliage, was enough 
Of happiness. — How have these calm delights 
Fled rrom before <»e passion, as the dews, 
The delicate gems of morning, are exhaled 
By the great sun •' 

(Raihond enters,') 

Raimond ! <^ ! now dioa*rt come, 
1 read it ia thy look, to say (arewell 
For the last time — ^tbe last! 

Ramund, Jio^ best beloved ! 

I dome to tell thee there is now no power 
To part u»^but in death. 

Consianee. I have dreamt of joy, 

But never aueht like this.— Speak yet again ! 
Say, we shall part no more ! 

Raimond. No more, if love 

Can strive with darker spirits, and he b strong 
f n his immortal nature '• all is changed 
Since last we met. My father — keep the tale 
Secret from all, and most of all, my OMStance, 
From £rit)ert — my father is retumxl : 
I leave thee not. 

Conehnce. Thy father ! blessed sound ? 

Good angels be his guard !— Ob ! if he koew 
How my soul clings to thine, he could not bate 
Even a Vroven^al maid !— Thy father ! — now 
Thy soul will be at peace, and I shall see 
The sunny happiness of earlier days 
Look from thy brow ouce more ! — But how it this ? 
Thine eye reflects not the glad soul of mine ; 
And in tb}^ look is that which ill befits 
A tale of joy. 

Raimond. A dream is on my soal. 

11 
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I we a slmnberer, crovra'd with flowers, and imiiiDg 
As in deliehted visions, on the brink 
Of a dread chasm ; and this strange phantasy 
Hath cast so deep a shadow o'er my thoughts, 
I cannot bat be sad. . 

Constance. Why, let me sine 

One of the sweet wild strains you love so wal. 
And this will banish it 

Mmond. It may not be. 

Oh ! gentle Constance, go not forth to-day : 
Such dreams are ominous. 

Constance, Have you then forgot 

Mj brother^'s nuptial feast ? — I must be one 
Of the gay train attending to the shrine 
His stately bride. In so^, my s^ep of jo? 
Will print earth liehtlv now. — What fear^st tlvoo, love ? 
Look all around .' Uie blue transparent skies, 
And sun-beams pouring a more buoyant life 
Through each glad thrilling vein, will brightly chase 
All thought of evil. — Why, the very air 
Breathes of deliffbt ! — Through all its glowing realms 
Doth music blend with fragrance* and e*en here 
The city's voice of jubilee is heard, 
Till each lig;bt leaf seems trembling unto sounds . 
of human joy .' 

Ramond. There lie far deeper things,— 
Things that may darken thought for life, beneath 
That city's festive semblanqe. — I have pass'd 
Through the ^lad multitudes, find I have mark'd 
A stem intelligence in meeting eyes, 
Which deem'a their flash unnoticed, and a quick, 
Suspicious vigilance, too intent to clothe 
Its mien with carelessness ; and, now and then, 
A hurrying start, a whisper, or a hand 
Pointing by stealth to some one, singled out 
Amidst the reckless throng. O'er all is spread 
A mantling flush cf revelry, which may hide 
Much from unpractised eyes ; but ligber signs 
Have been prophetic oft 

Constance. I tremble .'-^Raimond ! 

What may these things portend ^ 

Rttimond. It was a day 

Of festival, like this ; the city sent 
Up through her sunny firmament a voice 
Joyous as now ; when, scarcely heralded 
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V 

Bt one deep moan, forth from his cairemoas depth* 
The earthquake Burst ; and the wide splendid scene 
Became one chaos of all feariiil tiun(e^, 
Till the brain whirl*d, partaking the sick motion 
Of rockinj^ palaces. 

Constance. And then didst thou. 

My noble Raimond ! throog;h the dieadfbl paths 
Laid open by destruction, past the chasms, 
Whose ftthcKnlesB clefts, a moment^s work, had given 
One burial unto thousands, rush to sare 
Thy trembling Constance ! she who lives to bless 
Thy generous love, that still the breath of Heaven 
Wafts gladness to her soul ! 

Raimoxd. Heaven ! — Heaven is jost ! 

And being so, must guard thee, sweet one, still. 
Trust none beside.— <)h ! the omnipotent dties 
Make their wrath manifest, but insidious man 
Doth compass those he hates with wcref snares, 
Wherein lies ftite. Know, danger walks abroad^ 
Mask'd as a reveller. Constance ! oh ! by all 
Chir tried adfection, all the vows which bind 
Our hearts together, meet me in these bowers, 
Here, I adjure thee, meet me, when the bell 
Doth sound for ves^r-prayer ! 

Constance. And know'st thou toot 

*Twill be the bridal hour f 

Raimond. It will not, love ! 

That hour will bring no bridal ! — ^Naught of this 
To human ear; but speed thou hither, fly, 
When evening brings that signal.-— Dost thou heed ? 
This is no meeting, by a lover sought 
To breathe fond tales, and make the twilight groves 
And stars attest his vows : deem thou not so, 
Therefore denying it ! — I tell thee, Constance ! 
If thou wouldst save me from such fierce despair 
As falls on man, beholding all he loves 
Perish before him, while his strength can but 
Strive with his agony— thou Mt meet me then ? 
Look on me, love !— I am not oft so moved— 
Thou Mt meet me f 

Conslanee. Oh ! what mean thy words .^— Tf then 
My steps are free, — ^I will. Be thou but calm. 

Raimond, Be calm ! — there is a cold and sullen calm, 
And, were my wild fears made realities, 
It might be mine ; but, m this dread suspense, 
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This conflict of aU terrible phantanes, 
There is bo calm<^Yet fear tbov not, dear love ! 
I will watch o*er thee still. Aad bow, fareweU 
Until that hour i 

Qmttanee. My Raimood, fare thee well. VHseemU* 

ScBNB IV.—- Amma in the CiiaM of Pakrmo, 

Albbrti. Ds Couci. 

DeCcueu Said'st thoB tfais nighc ? 

AlberH. This w^rj night-— Bnd lo ! 

E'en now the sbb declines. 

De Couci. What ! are thej armM t 

Jilberti. All aan'd and strong b vengeahce and despair. 

De Ccuci Doubtful and Strang the tale ! Wbjr was nottfai^ 
ReveaPd before ? 

AlberH, &iitlr«stiiiB not, flogr loid ! 

That stem and jeakw Psaekta h«th hsfd 
O'er all my steps, (as tbongh he did snspect 
The purposes, whidi eft his ejpe hath sooghifc 
Toread in niine,)a watch a» viariknt, 
I knew not how to warn ^Me, theaeb kr this 
Alone I mingled with his bands, to leam 
Their projects and their 8l]«B|th. Thou knew'stny &ith 
To Aojott's house full welL 

De Coud. How may we now 

Avert the gathethng stoitn ?— The viceroy holds 
His bridal feast, and all is revelry. 
— ^'Twas a true-boding heaviness of heart 
Which kept me from these nuptials. 

AlhertL Thou tiiyself 

Mayst yet escape, and, haply of thy bands 
Rescue a part, ere Iocmt to wreak fiill vengeance 
Upon these rebels. 'Tls too late to dream 
Or saving Eribert. E'en shouldst thoa rush 
Before hiro with the tidings, in his pride 
And confidence of soul, he would but laugh 
Thy tale to scorn. 

Dt Couci. He must not die unwam'd 

Though it be all in vain, fiut thou, AHoerti, 
Rejoin thy omiradeB, lest thbe ab^wnce wake 
Suspicion in their hearta Thou hast done well. 
Ana shall not pass unguerdon^d, should I live 
Through the deep bocrors of th' approaching nighk 
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AUberH. Noble de Couci, trust me still. Aniou 
Commands no heart more faithful than Alberti's. 

[EtxitAlberH. 

De Couci. The grovelling^ slave ! — ^Aod jet he spoke too 
true! 
For Eribert, in blind elated joy, 
"Will scorn the warning voice. — The day wanes &st, 
And through the city, recklessly dispersed, 
Unarmed and unprepared, my soldiers revel, 
]^'e9 on the brink of iate. — I must away. [Exit De Couci. 

ScENB \.-^A Banqueting Hall, 
Provsncal Noblis assembled. 

First J^Toble. Joy be to this fair meeting ! — ^Who bath 
seen 
The Ticeroy's bride? 

Second jfoble. I saw her, as she pass'd 

The gazing thrcmgs assembled in the city. 
*Ti8 said she hath not left for years, tilPnow, 
Her castle's wood-girt solitude. 'Twill gall 
These proud Sicilians, that her wide d(»nain8 
Should be the conqueror's guerdon. 

Third J^obU. 'Twas their boast 

"With what fond faith she worshipped still the name 
Of the boy, Conradin. How wilt the slaves 
Brook this new triumph of their lords ^ 

Second J^oble. In sooth 

It stings them to the quick. In the full streets 
They mix with our Proven^^als, and assume. 
A guise of mirth, but it sits hardly on them. 
*Twere worth a thousand festivals, to see 
With what a bitter and unnatural effort 
They strive to smile ! 

First JVoble. Is this Vhtoria fair ? 

Second JfobU, Of a most noble mien ; but yet her beauty 
Is wild and awful, and her large dark eye, 
In its unsettled glances, hath strange power, 
From which thou Mt shrink, as I did. 

First J^obk. Hush ! they come. 
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Enter Ehibbrt, Vittoria, Const ancs, ami others. 

Eribert. Welcome, my noble friends! — there must not 
lower 
One clouded brow to-day in Sicily ! 
Behold my bride ! 

Cobles. Receive oar homage, lady ! 

Vittoria. I bid all welcome. May the feast we offer 
Prove worthy of snch guests ! 

Er^>eri. Look on her, friends ! 

And say, if that m^estic brow is not 
Meet for a diadom r 

Vittoria. *Tis well, my lord ! 

When memonr*8 pictures fade, Uis kindly done 
To brighten their dimm'd hues ! 

First J^Toble (apart). Marked you her glance ^ 

Second JVobU (oparQ. What eloquent scorn was th^re ! 
yet he, th* elale 
Of heart perceives it not. 

Eribert Now to the feast'! 

Constance, you look not joyous. I have said 
That all should smile lo-day. 

Constance. Forgive me, brother • 

The heart is wayward, and its garb of pomp 
At times oppresses it 

Eribert. Why, how is this f 

Constance. Voices of w^o, and prayers of agony 
Unto nay soul have risen, and left sad sounds 
There echoing still. Tet would I ftiin be gay. 
Since His your wish.— In truth, I should have been 
A village-maid • 

Eribert. But, being as you are, 

Not thus ignobly free, command your looks 
(They may be taught obedience) to reflect 
The aspect of the time. 

Vittoria. And know, fair maid ! 

That if in this onskillM, you stand alone 
Amidst our court of pleasure. 

Eribert. To the feast ! 

Now let the red wine foam !— There should be mirth 
When conquerors revet !<»Lords of this fair isle ! 
Youp good swordif heritage, crown each bowl, and pledge 
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The present and the future ! for tfaey both 

Look brightly on uf . Do9t thou smile, my bride P 

VUtoria. Yes, Eribert !'— thy prophecies of joy 
Have taught e*en me to emile. 

JUriberi. *Titwell. To-day 

I have woo a fair and almott roytd bride ; 
To-morroif — ^let the bright sun spread his course, 
To waft me faappioess 1 — my proudest foes 
Most die—and tnen mj slomlier shall be laid 
On it3se-lea?es, with no envious fold, to.mar 
The luxury of its visions ! — Fair Vittoria, 
Tour looks are troubled ! 

Fittoria, It is stamge, bat oft, 

'Midst festal songs and garlands, o*ermy soul 
Death comes, wim some dull image ! as you 9poke 
Of those whose blood is claimed, I thought for them 
Vnto, m a darkness thicker than the night 
E*er wove with all her clouds, have pined so long : 
How blessed were tlie stroke wbiph makes them things 
Of that invisible worid, wherein, we trust. 
There is, at least, no bondage ! — ^Bot should we 
From such a scene as this, where all earth's joys 
Contend for mastery, and the very leaas 
Of life is rapture; should we pass, I say. 
At once from such excitements to the void 
And silent gloom of ^t which dotii await US'— 
—Were it not dreadful ? ^ 

Eribert, Banish such dark thoughts ! 

They ill beseem the hour 

Vitioria. There is no hour 

Of this novsteriotts world, in ioy or wo. 
But they beseem it well !— Why, what a slight. 
Impalpable bound is that, tfa' unseen, which serves 
Bewg^ from death !•— And who can tell how near 
Its misty brink he stands ? 

First J^obU (atide). What mean her words f 

Second Mble. There's some darii mystery here. 

Stribert. No nwre of this .' 

Pour the bright juice which Etna's glowing vines 
Yield to the conquerors ! And let music's V4iic% 
Dispel these ominous dreams !~-Wahe, barpaad song ! 
Swell oat yoor trinmph .' 
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A Messenger enters^ beating a letter. 

Messenger. Pardon, my good lord! 

But this demand s 

Eriberi. What means thy breathless haste f 
And that ill-boding mien f — Away, such looks 
Befit not hours like these. 

Messenger. The Lord De Couci 

Bade me bear this, and say, 'tis fraught with tidings 
Of life and death. 

Vittoria {.hurriedly). Is this a time for aught 
But revelry f — My lord, these dull intrusions 
Mar the bright spirit df the fostal scene ! 

Eribert {to the Messenger). Hence.' tell the Lord De 
CoQci we will talk 
Of life and death to-morrow. [Ecdt Mbssrnoxr. 

Let there be 
Around me none but joyous looks to-day. 
And strains whose very echoes wake to mirth ! 
(A band of the conspirators enter, to the sound of music, 
disguised as shepherds, beuichanals, fyc. 

Eribert, What forms are these? — What means this antic 
triumph.^ 

Vittoria, 'Tig but a rustic pageant, by my vassals 
Prepared to grace our bridal. Will you not 
Hear their wild music f Our Sicilian vales 
Have many a sweet and mirthful melody, 
To which the glad heart bounds. — Breathe ye isome strain 
Meet for the time, ye sons of Sicily ! 

(One of the Masquers sir^s.) 

The festal eve, o'er earth and sky, 

In her sunset robe, looks bright. 
And the pur{)le hills of Sicily, 

With their vineyards, laugh in light; 
From the marble cities of her plains 

Glad voices mingling swell ; 
— ^But with yet more loud and loftj strains. 

They shall hail the Vesper-bell ! 

Oh ! sweet its tones, when the summer breeze 

Their cadence wafts afar, 
To float o'er the blue Sicilian seas. 

As they gleam to the first pale star ! 
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The shepherd peels them on bit faeigbt, 

The heraut in his cell ; 
— Bot a deeper power shall breadie, to-ni{;htv 

In the sound of the Vesper-bdl ! 

iTke ROl rings. 

Srikert.^^lt is the hour !— Haik, hark !— my brike, onr 
sommoQS ! 
The altar is prepared and crovrn'd with flowers 
That wait— 

nttofia. The victim ! (^ fumui/ Aeori leiODiil.) 

PaociDA and MonvALiA enffr, wiik oAsrv, aurmtd. 
Prodda. Strike ! the hour is come! 

FUicria, Welcome, avengers, welcome .* Now, be strong ! 

(T^Ccnspiraiors throw (ff tkrir ditgrnm^ mid rmk wA 
Hat noords dnnint, vpon the ProvtMiA EwBiM t^ 
vfotmdgd, mid/giU, 

Prodda, Now hath &te reached thee ia thy mid < 
TkoQ nrelfer ian mrtkn's iMonies ! 



iTh$ Provencals are driven, Q^ and fvirtued 5y the Sieir 
lions. 

Constmnee (fUfporUng EriberO. My brother! oh! Bay 
brother! 

Eribert, Have I stood 

A leader in the battle-fields of kings, 
To perish thus at last ? — Ay, by tlMse pangs, 
Ana this stran|pe chill, fliai heavily dom creep 
Like a slow poison, throogh my cnrdlinr veins. 
This shonkl be — death !— In sooth a dnU eschange 
For the gay bridal least ! 

Voices (foUhouQ. fiemember Conradin !— spare nana, 
spare none ! 

FUtoria (throwing qjff' her bridal wreath and omoo 
ments). This is proud freedom f Now mv soul may cast. 
In generous scorn, her mantle of dissembling 
To earth for ever ! — And it is such joy, 
' As if a captive fiom Ms doll, cold cell, 
Might soar at once on chartered wing to range 
The realms of starr'd infinity! — Away ! 
Vain mockeiyof abndal wreath! The hoar 
For which stem patJanoe Be*er ke|>t watch in vain 
Is come; and I may give my bursting heart 
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Fall and indignant scope. — Now, Eribert!' 1 

Believe in retribution f What, proud man ! 

Prince, ruler, conqueror ! didst thou^eem Heaven slept ? 

'* Or that the unseen, immortal ministers, 

" Ranging the world, to note e*en purposed crime 

** In burning characters, had laid aside 

'* Their everlasting attributes for thee i?" 

— Oh ! blind security ! — He, in whose driead hand 

The lightnings vibrate, holds them back, until 

The trampler of this goodly earth hath reach'd 

His pj^raraid-height of power ; that so bis fall 

May, with more Tearful oracles, make pale 

Man's crowned oppressors .' 

Constance. Ob! reproach him not! 

His soul is tretnbling on the dizzy brink 
Of that dim world where passion may not enter. 
Leave him in peace. 

Foiees (without)- Anjou, Anjoa!— De Couci to die 
rescue! 

Eribert (half raiting hims^f). My brave Frovengals ! 
do ye combat still f 
And I, your chief, am here ! — ^Now , now I feel 
That death indeed is bitter ! 

Fittoria. Fare thee well ! 

Thine eyes so oft, with their insnUing smile. 
Have looked on man's last pangs, thou shouldst, by this. 
Be perfect how to die ! [Exit Vittosi a . 

Raimond enters. 

Raimond. Away, my Constance ! 

Now is the time for flight Our slaughtering bands 
Are scattered far and wide. A little while 
And thou shalt be in safety. Rnowst thou not 
That low sweet vale, where dwells the holy man, 
Anselmo ? He whose hermitage is rear'd 
'Mid some old temple's ruins.^ —-Round the spot 
His name hath spead so pure and deep a charm, 
'Tis hallow'd as a sanctuary, wherein 
Thou shalt securely bide, till this wild stonn 
Have spent its fury. Haste ! 

Constance. I wiU not fly ! 

While in his heart there is one throb of life, 
One spark in his dim eyes, I will not leave 
The brother of ray youth to perish thus, 
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Without one kindlj bosom to sustain 
His dying head. 

ErUfert, The clouds are darken ii^ round. 

There are strange voices ringing in mine ear 
That summon me— to what ? — ^Bat I have been 
Used to command .'—Away ! I will not die 
BiH on the field — [He diet* 

Constancfi QmeeUng by ihim). Oh Heaven ! be merciful. 
As thou art just .'—for he is now where naught 
But mercy can avail him — It is past !, 

Guino enters^ with his sword drawn. 

Guido (jto Raimond) Pve sought thee long— Why art 
thou lingering here f 
Haisle, follow me T— Suspicion with thy name 
Joins that word — Thraitor ! 

Rmmond, Traitor !— Guido ? 

Chdio. Tes ! 

Hast thou not heard that, with his men«at-aiins, 
After vain conflict with a people's wrath, 
De Couci hath escaped f — And there are those 
Wlio murmur that from Ihee the warning came 
Which saved him from our vengeance. But e'en yet 
In the red current of Provencal blood 
That doubt may be efbiCed, Draw thy good sword, 
And follow me ! 

Raimond. And tkou couldst doubt me Guido ! 
'Tis come to this I — Away ! mistrust me still. 
1 will not stain my sword with deeds like thine. 
Thou know'st me not ! 

Ouido. ^Raimond di Procida .' 

If thou art he whom once I deemed so noble — 
Call me thy friend no more *. [Exit Guioo. 

Rttimond (after a pause). Rise, dearest, rise ! 
Thy duty's task hath nobly been fulfill'd, 
E*en in the face of death ; bat all is o'er, 
And this is now no place where nature's tears 
In quiet sanctity may freely flow. 
—Hark ! the wild sounds that wait on fearful deeds 
Are swelling on the winds, as the deep roar 
Of fast-advancing billows ; and for thee 
I shame not thus to tremble.—- Speed, oh, speed ! 

[Ejceunt. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

ScENx I, ^A Street inPoiermo. . 

I Pbocioa eniera. 

Froddti. How strange and deep a stillness loads the air. 
As wi^ the power of midnight I'—Ay, where deaft 
Hath pafts^d, tiiere shiould be silence. — But this hitsti 
Of nature's heart, this breathleasoess of all thiogs. 
Doth press on thought too heavily, and the sky, 
With its dark robe of purple thunder-clouds 
Bioodiiig in sttilen masses, o'er my spirit 
Weighs like an omen .'-—Wherefore shoald this be ? 
Is not our task achieved, the mighty work 
Of our deliverance ? — iTes ; I should be joyous : 
But this our feeble nature, with its quick 
Instinctive superstitions, will drag down 
Th' ascending soul. — And I have fearful bodines 
That treacheiy hirfcs amongst us.— ^Raimond ! luumond ! 
Oh ! Guilt ne'er made a mien like his its garb t 
It cannot be ! 

MoRTALBA, Guioo, «ni other SidUans, enter, 

Proeida. Welcome ! we meet in joy! 

Now may we bear ourselves erect, resuming' 
The kingly port of freemen ! Who shall dare, 
After this proof of slavery's dread recoil, 
To weave us chains again f — Ye have done well. 

Montdlba, We fume done well. There need no choral 
song. 
No shouting multitudes to blazon forth 
Our stem exploits. — The silence of our foes 
DcHh vouch enough, and they are laid to rest 
Deep as the swoxd could make it Yet our task 
Is still but half achieved, since, with his bands, 
De Conci bath escaped, and doubtless, leads 
Their footsteps to Messina, where our foes 
Will gather all their strength. Determined hearts, 
And deeds to startle earth, are yet required, 
To make the mighty sacnfice complete. — 
Where is tby son f 

Proeida, I know not Once last night 

He cfoss'd my path, and with one stroke beat down 
A sword just raised to smite me, and restored 
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Mv owDt wlMch in thst dtftdljr slrilt had been 
Wieached from mj grasp : but wbon I would have preas^ him 
To my flxnltioe bQiom> oe draw back»^ 
And with a aafl» and ^et a soonifiil, snule, 
Full of ttrange meaniiut, left me. Since that hour 
I have not aeen him. Wheieibre didit thou ask ? 
Moniatba. Itmattennot We have deeper thing! to speak 
of.— 
Know^tt thou that we have tsaitors in oar cooneils ? 

Prodda. 1 know some voice in secret most have vramM 
De Ckmci ; or his scatter*d bands had ne^er 
So soon been marshaird, and in close arraj 
Lad hence as from the field. — Hast thoo heard aoght 
That may devetope diis? 

Manialba, The gnajds we set 

To watch the ci^gates have seized, this mom, 
One whose qnick fearftil glance, and hurried step 
Betray'd his gniltv purpose. Mark ! he bore 
(Amidst the tumnlt deeming that his flight 
Might all unnoticed pass) these scrolls to him, 
The fugitive Provencal. Read and judge .' 

Proeida, Where is this messenger ? 

Monialba. Where ihould he be f— 

They slew him in their wrath. 

ProeUa. Unwisely done ! 

Give me the scrolls. [He reads. 

Now if there be such things 
As may to death add sbaipoess, yet delay 
The pang which gives ralease ; if there be power 
In execration, to call down the firel 
Of yon avenging heaven, whose rapid shafts 
But for such guilt were aimless ; be they heap*d 
Upon the traitoi^s bead .' — Scorn make bis name 
Her mark for ever ! 

MonttUba, In our passionate bh'ndness, 

We send forth curses, whose deep stings recoil 
Oft on ourselves. 

Proeida. Whate*er fate hath of ruin 

Fall on his house ! — ^What ! to resign again 
That freedom for whose sake our souls have now 
Engrain'd themselves in blood !— "W^, who is he 
Itiat hath devised this treachery ?— To the scroll 
Why fiz'd he not his name, so stamping it 
With an immortal m&my, whose brand 

12 
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Might vrarn men from him ?— Who should be so vile f 

Albert! ? — In his eye is that which ever 

Shrinks from encountering mine ! — Bat tio ! his race 

Is of our ikoblest-rOb ! he coald not shame 

That high descent !— -Urbino ?■— Conti ?t-No ! 

They are too deeply pledged.-^There's one name more ! 

—I cannot utter it !-*-Now shall I read 

Each face with cold suspicion, which doth blot 

From man*8 high mien its native royalty. 

And seal his noble forehead with the impress 

Of its own vile imaginings ! — Speak your thoughts, 

Montalba ! Guido ! — Who should this man be ? 

MonkUha, Why, what Sicilian youth unsheathed last night 
His sword to aid our foes, and turned its edge 
Affainst his country^s chiefs-^He that did tnis. 
May well be deemed for guiltier treason ripe. 

Procida. And who is he ? 

Montalba. Nay, jask thy sdn. < 

Procida. My son ! 

What should he know of such a recneant heart ? 
Speak, Guido! thou M his friend ! r 

Guido, I would not wear 

The brand of such a name ! 

Procida. How? what means this ? 

A flash of light breaks in upon my soul - 
Is it to blast me ?— Yet the fearful doubt 
Hath crept in darkness through my thoughts before, 
And been flung from them. — Silence !-^Speak not yet • 
I would be calm, and meet the thunder-burst 
With a strong heart. ^ [A pause. 

' Now what have I to hear ? 
Your tidings ? 

GtUdo. Briefly, 'twaaryour son did thus ; 

He hath disgraced your name. 

Procida. My son did thus ! 

Are thy words oracles, that I should search 
Their hidden meaning out ^—^JVhai did ray son f 
I have forgot the tale. — Repeat it, quick ! 

Guido. Twill bjirst upon thee all too soon. While We 
Were busy at the dark and solemn rites 
Of retribution ; while we bathed the earth 
In red libations, which will consecrate 
The soil they mingled with to freedom*s step 
Through the long march of ages ; 'twas his task 
To shield from danger a Provencal maid, 
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Sister of him whose cold opprassioo stung 
Oar hearts to madnesb. 

Moniaiba. What ! should she be spared 

To keep that name from perishing on eilrth ? 
— ^I croasM them in their path, and raised my sword 
To sniite her in her champion's arms — We fought — 
The boy disarmed me !— And I five to tell 
My shame, and wreak my vengeance ! 

Outdo. Who bat be 

Could warn De Coaci, or devise the guilt 
These scrolls reveal ? — Hath not tb? traitor still 
Sought, with his &ir and specious eloquence, 
To win us from our purpose ? — All things seem 
Leagued to unmawk him. 

Jdontalba, Know you not there came, 

£*eo in the banquet's hour, from this De Couci, - 
One, bearing onto Eribert the tidings 
Of all our purposed deeds ?<^And have we not 
Proof, as the noon- day clear, that Raimond loves 
Hie sister of that tyrant ? 

Proeida. There was one 

W^ moqm*d for beine childless .'-—Let him now 
Feast o'er his children's graves, and I will join 
The rereliy i 

MonUUba iapari). You shall be childless too .' 

Proeida. Was 't yon, Montalba ? — ^Now rejoice •' I say. 
There is no name so near you that its stains 
Should call the feverM and indignant blood 
To your dark cheek .' — But I will dash to earth 
The weight that presses on my heart, and then 
Be glad as thou art. 

Montalba. What means this, my lord ? 

Who hath seen gladness on Montalba's mien ? 

Proeida, Why, should not all be glad who have no sons 
To tarnish their bright name ? 

Montalba. T am not used 

To bear with mockery. 

Proeida. Friend ! By yon high Heaven, 

I mock thee not ! — 'tis a proud fate, to live 
Alone and unallied. — ^Wny, what's alone ? 
A word whose sense is— free! — Ay, free from all 
The venom'd stings implanted in the heart 
By those it Iove&>^Oh : I could laugh to think 
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O* thVjoj that riots in buronial balls, 

When the word come*—" A son is bom !'* — A 9on S 

—They should say thas^** He that shall knit your brow 

To furrows, not of years ; and bid your eye 

Quait its proud glance ; to tell the earth its Bhame,'- 

Is born, and so, rejoice !'*-^7%m mi^ht we feast. 

And know the cause ! — ^Were it not excellent f 

Montalba. TUs is all idle. There are de«ds to do ; 
Arouse thee, Procida • - 

Proeida, Why, am I not ' 

Calm as immortal Justice ?--She can strike, . 
And yet be passionless — and thus will I. 
I know thy meaning. — ^Deeds to do ! — ^tis welL 
They shall be done ere thoo|;ht oii.--<3o ye forth ; 
There is a youth who calls himself my son, 
His name is— Raimond — ^in his eye is light 
That shows like truth — ^but be not ye deceived ! 
Bear him in chains before us. We will sit 
To-day in judgment, and the skies shall see 
The stiength which eurds our nature.— Will Mi tt&s 
Be glorious, brave Montalba ?•— Linger not, 
Te tardy messengers ! for there are things 
Which ask the speed of storms. 

[Eoeuent Guino and othirs. 
Is not this well ? 

Montalba. *Tis noble. Keep thy spirit to this prolldhei^t, 
(Aside) And then*— be desolate like me ! — my woes 
Will at the thought grow light. 

Procida, . What now remains 

To be prepared ?->There should be solemn pomp 
To grace a day like this^—Ay, breaking hearts 
Require a draperjr to conceal their throbs 
From cold inquiring eyes ; and it must be 
Ample and rich, that so their gaze may not 
Explore what lies beneath. [Exit Procida. 

Montalba. Now this is well ! 

— I hate this Procida ; for he hath won 
In all our councils that ascendancy 
And mastery o*er bold hearts, which should have been 
Mine by a thousand claims. — Had Ae the strength 
Of wrongs like mine f — ^No ! for that namer— his country— 
He strikes — my veiKeance hath a deeper fount : 
But there's dark joy m this f— And fate hath barr'd 
My soul from every other. [Esit Montalba. 
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Scene II.— ^ Hermitage svrrounded hy the Ruins of an 

. ancient Temple. 

Constance. Anseliio. 

Ckmatance. ^Tis strange fae comes not ! — Is not this the still 
And saltry hour of noon ? — He should h»ve been 
Here by the day-break. — Was there not a voice ! 
— ** No ! ^tis ^e shrill Cicada, with glad life 
Peopling these marble ruins, as it sports 
Anaidst them, in the sod*— HarJ( ! yet again !" 
No ! DO .'^Forgire me, father ! that I bring 
Earth^s restless griefs and passions to disturb 
The stillness of thy holy solitude ; 
My heart is full of care. 

JInselmo. There is no place 

So ballow'd, as to be un visited 
By mortal cares. Nay, whither should we go. 
With oor deep griefs dnd passions, but to scenes 
Lonely and still ; where he that nMide our hearts 
Will speak to them in whispers ^ I have known 
Affliction too, my daughter. 

Constance. Hark ! hid step! 

I know it well^-he come»— my Raimood, welcome ! 

ViTTORiA. enters, Constance shrinks back on perceiving 

her. 

Oh, Heaven ! that aspect tells a fearful tale. 

yittorut (/lot observing her). There is a cloud of horror 
on my soul ; 
And on thy words, Anselmoi peace doth wait, 
Even as an echo, following the sweet close 
Of some divine and solemn harnrrpny : 
Therefore I sought thee noytr. - Oh ! speak io me 
Of holy things and names, in whose deep sound 
Is power to bid Uie tempests of the heart 
Sink, like a storm rebuked. 

Ansebno. What recent grief 

Darkens thy spirit thus ? 

Vittoria, I said not grief. 

We shoujd rejoice to-day, but joy is not 
That which it hath been. In the flowers which wreathe 
Its mantling cup there is a scent unknown. 
Fraught with strange delirium. All things now 
Have changed their nature ; still, I say rejoice I 

12* 



138 THE V^&ePfiRS 

There is a cause, Ansel mo !— We are free, 
Free and avenged ! — Yet on my soul there hangs 
A darkness, heavy as th' oppressive gloom 
Of midnight phantasies. — Ay, for (his, too, 
There is a canse. 

Anselmo. How say^st thou, we are free ? 

There may have raged, within PaIermo*8 walls. 
Some brief friid tumnlt, but too well 1 know 
Ttiey call the stranger, lord. * j 

rmwia. Who calls the (2ead 

Conqueror or lord ?— Hu^ ! breathe it not aloud, ] 

The wild winds must not hear it i-<-Yet, again, ' 

I tell thee, we are free ^ 

Anstlmo. Thine eye hath look^ 

On fearful deeds, forstill their shadows l^ng 
0*er its dark orb. — Speak ! I adjure thee, say. 
How hath this woilc been wrongiM f 

Vtttoti^, Peace ! ask me not ! 

Whv shonldst ihou hear a tale to send thy blood 
Back on ifa ibunt ? — We cannot wake them now [ 
The storm is in my soul, but tkey are all 
At rest !— -Ay, sweetly may the slaughter^ babe . 
Bv its dead mother deep ; and warlike- men ' 
Who 'midst the slain have slumbered oH before. 
Making the shield dieir pillow, may repose 
Well, now their toils are done. — Is 't not enough ? 

Constance. Merciful Heaven ! have such things been ? And 
yet 
There is no shade come o'er the laughing sky ! 
— I am an outcast now. 

Anselmo. O Thou, whose ways 

Clouds mantle fearfully ; of all the btiarf, 
But terrible ministers that work (hy wraib, 
How much is man the fiercest ! — Others know 
Their limits — Yes ! the earthquakes, and the storms, 
And the volcanoes ! — He alone overleaps 
The bounds of retribution ! — Coutdst ihou gaze, 
Vittoria .' with thy woman's heart and eye, 
Oa such dread scenes unmoved ? 

• 

Fittoria. Was it for me 

To stay (h* avenging swwd ? — No, though it pierced 
My very soul ?— " Hark, hark, what thrilling shrieks 
Ring through the air around roe f— ^anst thou not 
Bid them be hushM f-^-Oh ! look not on me thus ! 
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Amelmo. Lady { thy thoughts lend sternness to the looks 
Which are but sad !^— Have all ihen perished ? all ? 
Was there oo mercy \ 

Fiitoria. Mercy I it hath been 

A word forbiddeD a* th* unhallowed names 
Of evil powers. — Yet one there was who dared 
To own the ffuilt of pity, and to aid 
The victims f but in vain— Of him no more ! 
He is a traitor, and a traitor^e dea(h 
Will be his meed. 

Constance (comiTtg forward). O'l, Heaven '—his 

name, his nAme ! 
Is it — it cannot be ! 

nttoria Utarting). Thou here, pale girl • 

I deemM ihee with the dead ! — How hast thou*scuped 
The snare I — Who saved thee, last of all (hy race ! 
Was it not he of whom I spake e*en now, 

Raimond di Procidft ? 

> 

Constance. It is enough. 

Now the storm breaks upon me, and I sink 
Must* he too die f 

Ftttoria. Is it e'en so ?— Why then, 

Live on — thou hast the arrow at thy heart - ^ 
" Fan not on me thy sad reproachful e^es,*' 
J mean not lo betray thee. Thou may'st live ! 
Why should death bring thee his oblivious balms ? 
He visits but the happy. — Oidst thou ask 
If Raimond too must die ? — It is as Sure 
As that his blood is on thy head, for thou 
Didst wiA him to this treason. 

Constance. " When did men 

Call m^ro'i treason? — Take my life, but save 
My noble Kaiijiond ! 

Ftttoria. Maiden !" he must die. 

•E'en now the youth before his judges stands, 
And they are men who, to the voice of prayeri 
Are as the rock is to the murmur'd sigh 
Of summer- wav*s ? ay, though a father sit 
On their tribunal. Bend tbou not to me. 
What would'st thou f 

Constance. Mercy l--Oh • ' wert thou to plead 

But with a look, ^en yef he might be saved I 
If thou hast eTer lovea— 

Ftttoria. ^!f I have loved P 
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It is that love forbid« me to relent; 
I am what it hath made ine.— ^'er my soul 
Lightning hath passM, and searM it Could I weep 
1 then might pity-— but it will not be. 

Conttanee. Oh ! thou wilt yet relent, for woman^s heart 
Was formed to sufler and to melt. 

Vitioria. Away ! 

Why should I pity thee ? — Thou wilt but proire 
What I have known before — ^and yet I liVe ! 
Nature is strcmg, and it may all be borne — 
The sick impatient yearning of the heart 
For that which is not ; and the weary sense 
Of the* dull void, wherewith our homes have been 
Circled by death; yes, all things may be borne ! 
All, save remorse. — But I will not bow down 
My spirit to that dark power >--there was, no guilt ! 
Aoselmo f wherefore didst thou talk of guilt ^ 

Ansdmo, Ay, thus doth sensitive coqscience .quicken 
thought, 
finding reproachful voices to a breeze,'^ 
Keen lightning to a look. 

Vitioria. . licave me in peace ! 

Is *t not enough that I should have a sense 
Of things thou canst not see, all wild and dark, ' 
And of unearthly whispers, haunting me 
With dread suggestions, but tba^ thy cold woi'ds. 
Old man, should gnll roe too.^ — Must dll conspire 
Against me? — Oh! thou beautiful spirit-! wont 
To shine upou my dreams with looks of love. 
Where art thou vanishM .'*•«— Was it not the thought 
Of thc^-which urged me to the fearful task. 
And wilt thou now forsake me ?•— I must seek 
The shadowy woods a^ain, for there, perchance, 
Still may thy voice be in my twilight-paths ; 
— Here I but meet despair ! [Exit Vittobia. 

Aruelmo (to Cotistance). Despair not thou, 

My dao^ter ! — he that pnrifies the heart 
With gnef, will lend it strength. 

Conitanee (endeaoouring to rouse htrselp. Did she not 
say 
That some one was to die f 

Afuebno, I tell thee not. 

Thy pangs are vain — fi?r nature will have way. 
Earth must have tears ; yet in a heart like thine, 
S may not yield its place. 
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Constance. Have I not heard 

Some fearful tale ?— Who said, that there should rest 
Blood on 1117 soul ?— What blood ? — I never bore 
Hatred, kind Aither^ unto aught that breathes ; 
Raimond doth know it well.'— Raimond .VHigh Heaven, 
It bursts upon noe now ! — and he most die ! 
For m J sake — e>n for mine ! 

Ansetmo. Her words were strange, 

And her pitmd nrind seem*d half.toftenzj wrought— 
-—Perchance this may not be. 

Cbfwfwice. It must not be. 

Why ,ao I littger hens ? (She rtiet to d^mrt.) 

Ansdmo. Where wonldst thoQ go ? 

Comianee. To give their stem and unrelenting hearts 
A victim in his stead. 

Ansibno, Stay! wouldst thou rush 

On certain death ? 

Constance. I may not falter now. 

— Is not the life of woman all bound up 
In her affections .^— What hath she to do 
In this bleak world akme ?^It may be well 
For man on his fritritaphal coune to move, 
UncumberM by soft bonds ; but we were bom 
F(Mr love and grief. 

Anselmo. Thou fair and gentle thing, 

Unused to meet a glance which doth not speak 
OJ tenderness or homage ! how Wouldst thmi 
Bear the hard aspect of unpitying men, , 
Or face the king of terrors ? 

Cfonstance. There is strength 

Deep bedded in our hearts of which we reck 
But little, till the shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling.— Must not earth be rent 
Before her gems are found ?--0b f now I feel 
Worthy the eenerous love which bath not ahuan'd 
To look on death for roe ! — My heart bath given 
Birth to as deep a courage, and a faith 
As high in its devotion. [Exit Constanci. 

Anselmo. She is gone ! 

Is it to perish ?— God of mercy ! lend 
Power to my voice, that so its prayer may save 
This pure and lofty creature ! — ^I will follow — 
But her young footstep and heroic lieait 
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Will bear her to destruction faster far 

Than 1 can track ber path. [Kxit Ansxlmo. 

ScBNE lll.—HaU of a public SuUdiMf^. 

Pbocida, Mowtalba, Guido, and others, seated as on a 

TribunaL 

Pfoeida, The mom lower'd darkly, bat the sq,n hath now. 
With fierce and angry splendour, through Uie clouds 
Burst forth, as if impatient to behold 
This, our high triumph. — Lead the prisoner in. 

(Raimosd is brought in fettered and guwrded^ 

Why, what a bright and fearless brow is here ! 
— ^Is this man gouty ? — Look on him, Montalba i 

Monldlba, Be firm. Shouldjustice falter at a look? 

Froeida, No, thou say^st well. Her eyes are filletted. 
Or should be so. Thou, that dost call thyself— 
— But no ! I will not breathe a traitor's name — 
Speak ! thoii art arraignM of treason. 

Raimond. I arraign 

You^ before whom T stand, of darker guilt. 
In the bright face of Heaven ; and your own hearts 
Give echo to the charge. Tour very looks 
Have ta*en the stamp of crime, and seem to ahriak. 
With a pertnrbM and hag&brd wildness, back 
From the too-searching light. — Why, what hath wrought 
This change on noble brows ?-~There is a voice. 
With a deep answer, rinng from the blood 
Your hands nave coldly shed I — Ye are of those 
From whom just men recoil, with curdling veins, 
All thrill'd by life's abhorrent consciousness, 
And sensitive feeling of a murderer'^s presence. 
— ^Away ! come down from your tribunal-seat, 
Put off your robes of state, and let your mien 
Be pale and humbled ; for ye bear about you 
That which repugnant earth doth sicken at. 
More than the pestilence. —That I should live 
To see my father shrink ! 

Procida. Montalba, speak ! 

There's something chokes rny voice — but fear me not. 

MonUdba. If we must plead to vindicate our*acts. 
Be it when thou hast made thine own look clear ; 
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Most eloqaent yoath ! What answer canst tSioaniake 
To this oar charge of treason f 

Raimond, I will plead 

7%at causb before a mightier judgmeot>throne, 
Where inercv is not guilt. Bat here, I feel 
Too buoyantlj the glory and the joy 
Of my free spirit's whiteness; for e'en now 
Th* embodied hideonsness of crime doth seem 
Before me glaring oat — Why, I saw. thee. 
Thy foot apon an aged warrior^s breast. 
Trampling oot nature's last convulsive heavings. 
— And ihSa^^ihy sword— Oh, valiant chief .'^is yet 
Red from the noble stroke which pierced, at once, 
A mother and the babe, whose little life 
Was from her bosom drawn ''-r-Immortal deeds 
For bards to hymn ! 

Guido (aside). I look upon his mien. 

And waver. — Can it be ? — My boyish heart 
Deem'd him sq noble once I — Away, weak thoughts ! 
Why should T shrink, as if the guilt were mt'ne, 
From his proud glance ? 

Proeida. Oh, thou dissembler ! thou, 

So skillM to clothe widi virtue's generous flash 
The hollow cheek of cold hypocrisy, 
That, with, thy guilt made manifest, T can scarce 
Believe thee guilty !— -look on me, and say 
Whose was the secret-warning voice, that saved 
De Couci with his bands, to join our foes. 
And forge new fetters for th' indignant land ? 
Whose was this treachery ? (Shotoa him paptrs.) 

Who hath promised here, 
(Belike to appease th^ manes of the dead,) 
At midnight to unfold Palermo's gates, 
And welcome in the foe ?-— Who hath done this. 
But thou, a tyrant's friend f 

Raimond. Who hath done this f 

Father !— -If I may call thee by that name — 
Look, with thy piercing eye, on those whose smiles 
Were masks that hici their daggers.— T^^s, perchance. 
May lurk what loves not light too strong. For me, 
I know but this — there needs no deep research 
To prove the truth — ^that murderers may be traitors 
Ev'n to each other. 

Proeida (io Monialba.) His unaltering cheek 

Still vividly doth hold its natural hue. 
And his eye quails not l—U this innocence ? 
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MoHitib^ No ! 'tis th* imafariDkmg IttidilMiod of crune. 
— Thaa btti'it m e»nant mien ! — ^Bat where it she 
Whom thoa hut Mrter*d lame and life to save. 
The fidr PfwreMal maid ?— What ! know'st thoa not 
That this alone ware g;ailt« to death allied ? 
Was *t not our law that he who spared a foe, 
^nd is she not of that detested nee ?) 
Sboald thencefinth be amongst as as a foe ? 
—Where hast thoa boma her ?~-speak ! 

JRotmondL That Hearen, whose eye 

Barns ap thy soal with its &r-searching glance, 
Is with ner ; she is safe. 

procida. And by that word 

Thy doom issealU— Oh God! that I had died 
BeKwe this hitler hoar, in the foil strength 
And glory of my heart *- 

Const AUG! aUera, end rtcsftes to Raimond. 

Comiasiee. Oh! art thoa foand? 

—Bat yet, to find thee thas !— Chains, chains for Hue ! 
My brave, my noble bve t— Of with these bonds ; 
Let him be fi«e as air :-— for I am come 
To be yoar viclim now. * 

Rmmond. Death hat no pane 

Mora keen than this. — Oh ! wherefore art thoa here ! 
I coald have died so caUnly, deeming tliee 
Saved, and at peace. 

Canslonce. At peace !-^And thoa hast tfaoaght 
Thus poorly of my love ! — ^Bot woman's breasr 
Hath strength to suflfer too. — Thy father sits 
On &is tribonal ; Raimond, which is he ? 

Aitnumd. My fother .'—who hath lall'd thy gentle heart 
With that folse hope ? — Beloved ! e;ase aroond-^ 
See, if thine eye can trace a father's soal 
Li the dariE looks bent on as. 

OnutanctU^kr eamalhf examining the eov$Uenanee$ 
of Aehidgest fdUs at the feet of Procida), Thoa 

art he! 

Nay, turn thou not away ! for I beheld 

Thy proud lip quiver, and a watery mist 

Pass o*er thy troubled eye ; and then I knew 

Thou wert his fother !-Spdre him !— 4ake my life ! 

la truth a worthless sacrifice for his, 
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But yet mim a]l.--Oh I hi bath ttUl to ran 
A long bright race of gloiy. 

JRaimond, Coostuice, peace ! 

I look upoD thee, and 1117 fiiilmg heart 
Is B8 a broken reed. 

C^iuianee (HiU addrettinff Procida). Oh, yet relent ! 
If 'twas his crime to rescue m«» behold 
I come to be the atonement ! Let him live 
To crovm thine age with honcwr.— f n thy heart 
There *8 a deep conflict ; but great nature pleads 
With an overmastering voice, and thou wilt yield I 
— Thou art his Aither I 

Procida (ctfUr a panse). Maiden, thou *rt deceived ! 

I am as calm as that dead pause of nature 
Ere the full thunder bursts. — A judge is not 
Father or friend. IVho call&this man my son ? 
— My son ! — Ay ! thus his mother proudly smiled-— 
But she was noble ! — ^Traitors stand alone. 
Loosed from all ties.— Why should I trifle thus f 
— Bear her away • 

Rttimond (starting /orward). And whither ? 

Jlionlalba, Unto death. 

Why should she livjs when all her race have perish'd ? 

cimstanee (smking into the artm ef Raimondi. IJainxmd, 
farewell !— Oh * when thy star hath risen 
To its bright noon, forget not, best beloved, 
I died for thee • 

Ramumd. High Heaven l thou seest these things ; 
And yet endur*st them ! — Shalt thou die for me, 
Pttretit and loveliest being ? — but our ikte 
May not divide us long.— Her cheek is cold — 
Her deep blue eyes are closed— Should this be death * 
—If thust there yet were mercy ! — Father, father • 
Is tl^ heart human f 

frceida. Bear her hence, I say ! 

Wliy must my soul be lorn ? 

Anmlmo enters, holding a Crudfis. 

Jtesebio. Now, by this sign 

Of Heaven's prevailing love, ye shall not harm 
One ringlet 01 her head.— How ! is there not 
Enough of blood upon your bnrthen'd souls ? 
Will not t)ie visions of your midnight couch 
Be wild god dark enough, but ye most heap 

IS 
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Crime upon crime ?— Be ye content : jonr dreamf. 

Tour councils, and your banquetings, will yet 

Be haunted br the voice which doth not sleep, 

E*eo though this maid be spared ! — Constance, look up I 

Thoo shalt not die. 

Raimond, Oh ! death e*en now hath ?eird 
The light of her soft beauty. — Wake, roy toye I 
Wake at my voice ! 

Proeida. Anselmo, lead her hence. 

And let her live, but never meet my sight 
—Begone • — my heart ^11 burst. 

Raifnond. One last embrace ! 

— Again lifers rose is opening on her cheek ; 
Tet must we part.-— So tove is crosb'd on earth ! 
But there are brighter worids ! — ^Farewell, fareweH I 

iffe gioes htrtotke eare iff Antdmo). 

Constance (slowly recovering). There was a voice which 
call'd me.— Am I not 
A spirit freed from earth ^ — Have I not passed 
The bitterness of death f 

Anselmo. Oh, baste away ! 

Constance. Yes f Raimond. calls me.— He too is released 
From his cold bondage. — We are free at last. 
And all is well— Away ! (She is led out by Anselmo). 

Raimond. The pang is o^er. 

And I have but to die. 

Jlfontoi^a. Now, Proeida, 

Comes thy great task. Wake ! summon to thine aid 
All thy deep souPs commanding energies ; 
l^or thou— a chief unong u^— must pronounce 
The sentence of thy son. It rests with thee. 

Proeida. Ha ! ha !— Men's hearts should be of softer mould 
Than in the elder time. — Fathers could doom 
Their children then with an unfoltering voice. 
And we must tremble thus ! — ^Is it not said. 
That nature grows degenerate, earth beii^ now 
So full of days? 

Montdlba. Rouse up thy mighty heart. 

proeida. Ay, thou say'st right. There yet are souls which 
tower 
As landmarks to mankind. — Well, what's the task f 
•—There is a man to be condeninM, you say ? 
h Be then guilty ? 
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jiU. Thus we deem of him 

With one accord. 

Proeida. And hath he naught to plead ? 

Rtamond. Naoght bat a souruosta'm'd. 

Prbcida- Why, that is little. 

Stainfl on the loul are but as conscience deems them, 
And conscience — may be sear'd. — Bot^ for this sentence*! 
— Was *t not the penalty imposed on man, 
£*en from creation^s dawnt that he most die f 
— *lt was : thas making guilt a sacrifice 
Unto eternal justice ; and we but 
Obey Heaven's mandate, when we cast dark soals 
To ih* elements from among us. — Be it so I 
Soch be Air doom ! — I have said. Ay, now my heart 
Is girt with adamant, whose cold weight doth press 
Its gaspings down.— Off ! let me breame in freedopa ! 
— Moontams are on my breast ! (He ainki.ba^) 

MonUdba. Guards, beur the prisoner 

Back to his dongeon. 

Raimond. Father ! oh, look up ; 

Thoa art my fiither still ! 

Chiido {Uamng the Tribunal, throws himself en the neck 
of Bmmona.) Oh'! Raimond, Raimond ! 

If it should be that I have wrong'd thee, say 
Thoa dost forgive me. 

Ridmiond. Friend of my young days. 

So may all-pitying Heaven ! (^tmond is led out) 

Proeida, W hose voice was that ? 

Where is he .^•— gone ?— now 1 may breathe once more 
1.0 the free air of heaven. Let us away. [Exeunt fimnes. 



ACT THE FfFTH. 

SctNi 1.— .4 Prison^ dimly lighted. 
Raihond sleeping, Procida enters. 

Proeida (raxing upon'him earnestly). Can be tht^n sleep f 
— Thi* overghadowing oi^t hath wrapt 
Earth, at her stated hours — the stars have set 
Their burning watch ; and all things hold their course 
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Of wakefulneis and rest ; yet hath not sleep 

Sat on mine eyelids since— but this avails not ! 

—And thus he slumbers '— " Why, this mien doth seem. 

As if its soul were but one lofty thought 

Of an immortal destiny !"— his bipw 

Is calm as waves whereon the midnight heavens 

Are imaged silently .—Wake, Raimond, wake! 

Thy rest is deep. 

Baimond {siariing vp). My father !— Wherefore here? 
I am prepared to die, yet would I not 
Fall by thy band. 

prodda, 'Twas not for this I came. 

Rmmvnd, Then wherefore ?— and upon thy lofty brow 
Why bums the troubled flush ? 

Froetda. Perchance 'tis shame. 

Yes ! it may well be shame I— for I have striven 
Witfi nature's feebleness, and been o'erpowered 
— Howe'er it be. 'tis not for thte to gaxe. 
Noting it thus. Rise, let me loose thy cbailis. 
Arise, and fbllow me ; but let thy step 
Fall wilhoQt sound on earth : I have piepwM 
The means for thy escape. 

Bamand, What ! ihtm ! the austere, 

The iniexible Procida ! hast thou done this, 
Deenung me guilty still ! 

Procida. Upbraid me not? 

It is even sa There have been nobler deeds 
By Roman fathers done,— but I am weak. . 
Therefore, again I say, arise ! and haste, 
For the night wanes. Thy fugitive course must be 
To realms beyond the deep ; so let us part 
In silence, and for ever. 

Raimond. Let Am fly 

Who holds no deep asylum in his breast, 
Wherein to shelter from the scoffs of men * 
— ^I can sleep calmly here. 

Prodda. Art thou in love 

With death and infamy, that so thv choice 
Is made, lost boy ! whien freedom courts thy grasp ? 

Raimond. Father ! to set th' irrevocable seal 
Upon that shame wherewith ye have branded me, 
There needs but flight — What should I bear from this. 
My native land?— A blighted name, to rise 



OF PALERMO. 149 

And part me, with its dark remembrances, 
For ever from the sunshine !— O'er my soul 
Bright shadowin^s of a nobler destiny 
Float in dim beaotj throuii^h the glwim ; but here, 
On earth, my hopes are closed. 

Proeida. Thy hopes are closed I 

And what were they to mine ?— Thou wilt not fly ! 
Why, let all traitors flock to thee, and learn 
How proudly guilt can talk!— Let fathers rear 
Their offspring henceforth, as the free wild birds 
Foster their youns^; when these can mount alone, 
Dtnolving nature's bood»— why should it not 
Be to with us f 

Raimond. Oh, Father !— Now 1 feel 

What high pnerogatives belong to death. 
He hatb a aeep, though voicetess eloquence. 
To which I leave my cause. '* His solemn veil 
Both with rayaterious beauty clothe our virtues, 
And in its vast, oblivious folds, for ever • 
Give shelter to our faults.'* — When 1 am gone. 
The mists of passion which hare dimmM my name 
Will melt like day-dreams; and my memory then 
Will be — not what it should have been — for I 
Must pass without my feme— but yet, unstaiuM 
Asa clear morning dew-drop. Oh ! the grave 
Hath rights inviolate as a sanctuary's, 
And they should be my own ! 

Proeida. Now, by just Heaven, 

I will not thus be tortured !— Were my heart 
But of thy guilt or innocence assured, 
I could be calm again. «* But, in this wild 
Suspense, — This conflict and vicissitude 
Of opposite feelings and convictions — What! 
Hath It been mine to temper atitfV.Wod 
All spirits to my purpose ; havel^^^d* . 
With a severe and passionless energy, . \ 
From the di-ead mmgling of their elements, 
Storms which have roek'd the earth .?— And shall I now 
Thus fluctuate, as a feeble reed, the scorn 
And plaything of the winds .'"' — Look on me, boy ! 
Guilt never dared to meet these eyes, and keep 
Its heart's dark secret close.— Oh, pitying Heaven ! 
Speak to my soul with some dread oracle. 
And tell me which is truth. 

Raimond. I will not plead. 

13* 
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f will not call th' Omnipotent to attest 
fA^ innocence. No, father, in thy heart 
I know my birthright shall be soon restored ; 
Therefore I look to death, and bid thee speed 
The great absolver. 

Prodda. Oh ! my son, my son ! 

We will not part in wrath !•>— the sternest hearts. 
Within their proud and guarded fastnesses. 
Hide something still, round which their tendrils cling 
With a ckxe grasp, unknown to thoae who dress 
There love in smiles. And such wert thou to me ! 
The all which tai^t me that my soul was cast 
In nature's mould. — And I must now hold on 
My desolate course alone ! — Why, be it thus ! 
He Uiat doth guide a natioo*s star, should dwell 
High o*er the clouds in regal solitude. 
Sufficient to himself. 

Raimond. Tet, on the summit. 

When with her bright wings glory shadows thee 
Forget not him who coldly sleeps beneath, 
' Yet might ha?e soar'd as high ! ' 

Prodda. No, fear thou not ! 

Thou *lt be remembered long. The canker-worm 
O* di* heart is ne'er forgotten. 

Redmond. ** Oh! not thus— 

I would not thus be thought of." ' 

Prodda, Let me deem 

Again that thou art base ! — ^for thy bright looks, 
l^y glorious mien of fearlessness and truth. 
Then would not haunt me as th* avenging powers 
FoUow'd ^ parricide. — ^Farewell, nurewell ! 
I have no tears. — Ob ! thus thj modier look'd, .| 

When, with a sad, yet half-tnumphant smile. 
All radiant with dieep meaning, uom her death-bed 
She g^ve thee to my arms. 

Raiaumd. * Now deodi has lost 

His sting, sfaice thou believ'st me innocent. 

Prodda iwUdiy.) 7%ou innocent !— Am I thy murderer 
tbwf 
Awsy ! I tell thee thou hast made my name 
A soom to men ! — ^Nb ! I will not fomve thee: 
A traitor I—What! the blood of Ptocida 
FOUog a traitor's veins !— Let the earth drink it ; 
Thou wouldst receive oar fees !— but they shall meet 
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From ibj perfidiooB tips a welcome, cold 

As death can make it. — Go, prepare thy aoui ! 

Rainumd. Father ! yet hear me ! 

Procida, No ! thou *rt skillM to make 

£*en shame look fair. — Why should I linger thus ? 

(Goinff to ka9€ ihepvison^ he turns baekfor a motMnt.) 
If there be aught — \f aught — ^for which thou need'st 
Forgivebesa-^iiot of me,l>ut that dread power 
From whom do heart is veil*d — delay th<xi not 
Thy prayer : — Time hurries cm. 

RfUmond. I am prepared. 

Proeida. 'TiswelL [Exit FtiOciDA, 

Rainumd, Men talk of torture ! — Gan they wreak 

Upon the sensitive and shrinking frame, 
Half the mind beard, and lives .^My spirit feels 
Bewilder'd ; on its powers this twilicht gloom 
Hangs like a weight of eartb.^-lt should be mom ; 
Why, then, perchance, a beam of Heaven's bright sun 
Hath piercea, ere now, the jg;ratii^ pf my dungeon. 
Telling of hope and mercy ! lEsnt into an inner ce2Z. 

ScKNi n.— ^ Street qf Palermo. 

Many Citiskhs eueembled. 

First ^iUaien. The morning breaks ; his time is almost 
come s 
Will he be led this way .^ 

Second Citizen. ky^ so 'tis said, 

To die before that gate through which he purposed 
The foe should enter in. 

TUrd Citizen. 'Twas a vile plot I 

And yet I would my hands were pure as his 
From the deep stain of blood. Didtt hear the sounds 
V th' air last night? 

Second CiHzen. Since the great work of slaughter, 
Who hath not heard them duly, at those hours 
Which should be silent ? 

Third Citizen, Oh ! the fearful mingling. 

The terrible mimicry of human voices, 
In every sound which to the heart doth speak 
Of wo and death. 

Second citizen. Ay, there was woman's shrill 

And piercing ciy ; and the low Aeble wail 
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Of dying infants ; and the half-euppressM 
Deep groan of man in his last a{>;onies ! 
And now and then there swelled upon the bre^^e 
Strange, savage bursts of laughter, wilder far 
Than all the rest 

first Citizen. Of our own fate, perchance. 

These awful midnight waiiings may be deenaM 
An ominous prophecy. — Should France regain 
Her power among us, doubt not, we shall have 
Stern leckoners to account with -—Hark .' 

{The sound of trumpets fuard at a distarice.) 

Second Citizen. 'Twas but 

A rushing of (he brcexe. 

Third Citizen. E'en now, tis said, 

The hostile bands approach. 

{The sound is heard gradually drawing nearer.) 

Second Citizen. Again !— tliat sound 

"Was no illusion. Nearer yet it swells— 
They come, they come ! 

Procida enters. 
Procida. The foe is at your ^tes ; 

But hearts and,hands prepared shall meet his onset : 
Why are ye loitering here ? 

Citizens. My lord, we came 

Procida. Think ye I know not wherefore ?•— *tvras to see 
A fellow-being die .'— Ay, 'tis a sight 
Man loves to Took on, and the tenderest hearts 
Recoil, and yet withdraw not from the scene. 
For this ye came. — What ! is our nature 6erce, 
Or is there that in mortal agony. 
Prom which the soul, exulting in ^ts strength, 
Doth learn immortal lessons ?— Hence, and arm ! 
Ere the night dews descend, ye will have seen 
Ilnough of death ; for this mu!<t be a day 
Of battle !— 'Tis the hour which troubled souls 
Delight in, for its rushing storms are wings 
Which bear them up ! — Arm, arm ! 'tis for your homes. 
And all that lends them loreliness — Away ! [Exeunt. 

ScBi^B HI -—Prison (/Raimond. 

Raimono. Anbklmo. 

Raitnond. And' Constance then is safe ! — Heaven bless 
thee, fitther ! 
Good angels bear such coiuLrt. 




i 
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Aiwbno. I have found 

A safe asjrlum for thine hoooorM lore, 
IVhere me may dwell Until serener days, 
With Saint Rosolia's gentlest daughters; those 
Whose hallow'd oflSce is' to tend uie bed 
Of pain and death, and soothe the parting soal 
With their soft hymns : and therefore are they calPd 
" Sisters of Mercy." 

Rauiumd. Oh ! that name, my Constance, - 

Befits thee well ! E*en in oor happiest days, 
There was a depth of tender pensiveness. 
Far in thine ejres' dark azure, speaking ever 
Of pity and mild grief.— Is she at peace f 

Ansebno. Alas ! what should I say ? 

JUmnmuL Why did I ask? 

Knowu^ the deep and foil devotedness 
Of her yoong hoMrt^s dfectlons ?— Oh ! the thought 
Of niy ontimely fote will haunt her dreams. 
Which should have been so tranquil ! — ^And her wuly 
Whose strength was but the lofty gift of love. 
Even unto doith will sicken. 

AmOmo. All that foith 

Can yield of comfort, shall assuage her woes ; 
And still, whatever beride, the lieht of Heaven 
Rests on her gentle heart But mou* mv son ! 
Is thy young spirit mastered and prepard 
For nature's fearful and mysterious change-? 

Rttimoni, Ay, fother ! of mv brief remammg task 
The least part is to die ! — And yet the cup 
Of life still mantled brightly to mv lips, 
CrownM with that spforkling bubble, whose proud name 
Is--gtory !— Oh ! my soul, from boyhood^s mom. 
Hath nursed such mighty dreams ! — It was my hope 
To leave ft name, whose echo, from the abyss 
Of time should rise, and float upon the winds. 
Into the for hereafter ; there to be 
A trumpet-sound, a voice ffcm the deep tomb. 
Murmuring — Awake ! — Arise * — But this is past ! 
Erewhile, and it had seem'd enough of shame. 
To sleepybrg'o/fen in the dust — ^t now 
—Oh God ! — ^the undying record of my grave 
Will be,— Here sleeps a traitor !— One, whose crime 
Was — to deem brave men mi^t find nobler weapons 
Than the cold murderei^s dagger ! 

Anselmo. Oh, my son. 
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Sobdae these troubled thoughts ! Thou wouldst not change 
Thy lot for theirs, o*er whose dark dreams will hmg 
The avenging shadows, which the blood stainM soul 
Doth conjure from the dead f 

Raimond. Thou *rt right. I would not. 

Yet 'tis a weary task to school the heart, 
Ere years or griefs have tamed its fiery spirit 
Into that still and passive fortitude, 
Which is t>ut learn'd from suffering. — Would the hour 
To bush these passionate throbbings were at hand ! 

Ansehno. It will not be to-day. Hast thou not heard — 
<— But no — the rush, the trampling, and the stir 
Of this g^at city, arming in her haste, 
Pierce not these dungeon-depths. — The foe hath reach'd 
Oar gates, and all Palermo's vouth, and all 
Her warrior-men, are marshalPd, and gone forth 
In that hi^ hope which makes realities, 
To the M field. Thy fother leads them on. 

Raimond (starting up). They are gone forth ! my father 
leads them on ! 
All, all Palermo*8 youth !— No ! one is left, 
Shut out from glory's race ! — They are gone forth ! 
—Ay ! now the soul of battle is abroad, 
It bums upon the air!— -The joyous winds 
Are tossing warrior-plumes, the proud white foam 
Of battle's roaring billows ! — On my sight 
The vision bursts— it maddens ! 'tis the flash, 
The liffhtning-shock of lances, and the cloud 
Of rushing arrows, and the broad full blaze 
Of helmets in the sun'— -; The very steed 
With his majestic rider glorying shares 
The hour's stem joy, and waves his floating mane 
As a triumphant banner !*— Such things are 
Even now — and I am here ! 

Jinselmo. Alas, be calm ! 

To the same ^rave ye press, — thou that dost pine 
Beneath a weight of chains, and they that rule 
The fortunes of the fight. 

Raimond. Ay ! TTiou canst feel 

The calm thou wouldst impart, for unto thee 
All men alike, the warrior and the slave. 
Seem, as thou say'st but pilgrims, pressing on 
To the same bourne. — Yet call it not the same ! 
Their graves, who fall in this day's fight, will be 
As altars to their countiy, visited 
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By fathers with their children, bearing irreaths. 
And chanting hymns in honour of the dead : 
Will mine be such ? 

ViTTORiA rushes in toUdlyf as \f pursued. 

Vittoria. Anselmo ! art thoa found f 

Haste, haste, or all is lost \ Perchance thy voice, 
Whereby they deem Heaven speaks, thy lifted cross. 
And prophet-mien, may stay the fugitives. 
Or shame them back to die. 

Anselmo. The fugitives ! 

What words are these ? —the sons of Sicily 
Fly not before the &« ? 

Fiitoria, That 1 should say 

It is too true ! 

Anselmo. And thou — ^thou bleedesf, lady ! 

Vitioria. Peace ! heed not me, when Sicily is lost ! 
I stood upon the walls, and watched our bands. 
As, with their ancient, royal banner spread, 
Onward they march*d. The combat was begun, 
The 6ery impulse given, and valiant men 
Had seal*d their freedom with (heir blood — ^whenlo ! 
That false Albert! led his recreant vassals 
To join th* invader's host. 

Rmnond. His country's curse 

Rest on the slave for ever ! 

Vittoria. Then distrust 

EVn of their noble leaders, and dismay. 
That swift contagion, on Palermo's bands 
Came, like a deadly blight. They fled !— Oh shame ! 
E'en now they fty ! — Ay, through the city gates 
They rush, as if all Etna's burning streams 
Pursued their winged sieps ! 

Raimond. Thou hast not named 

Their chief—- Di Procida— He doth not fly. 

Vittoria. No ! like a kingly lion in the toils, 
Darine the hunters yet, be proudly strives 
But ail in vain ! The few that breast the storm. 
With Guido and Montalba, by his side. 
Fight but for graves upon the battle-field. 

Raimond. And I am here ! — Shall there be power, God \ 
In the roused energies of fierce despair. 
To burst my heart— and not to rend my chains ? 
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Oh, for one momeot of the thunderbolt 
To Mt &e strong^ man fiee ! 

FiUoria {after gazmg upon Atm wrnaUy). Why, 

'twere a deed 
Worthj the &nie and bleaatag of all time. 
To looae tbj beads, thoa son of Procida ! 
Thon art no traitor : — book thy kindled brovr 
Looks oat thy kifty sonl ! — Arise ! go forth ! 
And rouse the noble heart of Sicily 
Unto high deeds again. Anselmo, haste ; 
Unbind him ! Let my spirit still prevail. 
Ere I depart — Ux the strong band of death 
Is on me now. — TSkt smkt back against a piUur.') 

Anadma. Oh Heaven ! the life-blood streams 

Fast iiora thy heart— thy troubled eyes grow dim. 
Who hath done this ? 

VUtoria. Before the gates I stood. 

And in the name of him, the loved and lost. 
With whom I soon shall be, all vainly strove 
To stay the shameful flight. Then from the foe, 
Fraught with my summons to his viewless home, 
Came the fleet shaft which pierced me. 

Amebno. Yet, oh yet. 

It may not be too late. Help, help I 

VUtoria. Away ! 

Bright is the hour which brings me liberty! 

Attxndants enter. 

Haste, be those folters riven !— Unbar the gates. 
And set the captive free ! 

(The Attend ANT8 seem to hesitate.) Know ye not her 

Who should have worn your country's diadem f 
Attendants, Ob, lady, we obey. 

{They take off RAiMonv's cAotiw. He springs <^ estUt* 
ingly. 

Remnend, Is this no dream ? 

— Mount, eagle ! thon art free .'—Shall I then die. 
Not 'knidst the mockery of insulting crowds. 
But on the field of banners, where tiie brave 
Are striving for an immortality ? 
—It is e*en so ! — ^Now for bright aims of proo^ 
A helm, a keen-edged falchion, ande*ea yet 
My father may be saved ! 
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Vtitoria, Aw»y, be 8iroti|^ ! 

And let thy battle-word, to rule the stonn, 
B^-^onr€idin ! (He ruthea ottt.) 

Oh ! for one hour of life 
To hear that name blent with th* exnltin; shoot 
-Of victory ! — 'twill not be ! — A mightier power 
Doth stimiDon me away. 

Aruebno. To purer worlds 

Raise thy last thoqghts in hope. 

Viitoria, Yes ! he is there, 

All glorious in his beauty ! — Conradin .' 
Death parted o»— «nd math shall re-uoite ! 
— He will^ not sfay — it is all darkness now ! 
Night gathers o*er my spirit iSke diet.) 

Afudmo. She Is gone ! 

It is an awful hour which stills the heart 
That beat so proudly once. — HaVe mercy. Heaven .' 

{He kneels heaiie her.) 

(The 8cene closes.) 

Scnvi TV. ^Before the Gates of Palermo. 

SiciLiAvsJlying iumultuously towards ike CMts. 

Voices itoithouf). Montjoy ! Montjoy ! St. Dennis for 
Anjou! 
Proveo^ls, on ! 

Sicaians. Fly, tly. or all is lost ! 

(Raimond appears in the gateway ^ armed, and carrying 
a banner.) 

Raimond, Back, back, I say ! ye men of Sicily I 
All is not lost ! Oh shame ! — A few brave hearts 
In such a cause, ere now, have set (heir breasts 
Against the rush of thousands, and sustained. 
And made the shock recoil.-— Ay, man, (rea man, 
Still to be calPd so, bath achieved rach deeds 
As heaven and earth have marvelPd at ; and souls, 
"Whose spark yet slumbers with (he days (o come. 
Shall bum (o hear : transmitting brightly thus 
Freedom from race to race .' — Back for prepare 
• Amidst your hearths, your borders, voflr very shrines. 
To bleed and die in vain !— Turn, iollow me ? 
Conradln, Conradin ■ — for Sicily 

14 
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His S|Mrit fights !— fiemember Cooradia ! 

{They begin to rally round Attn.) 
Aj, (his is well ! — ^Now follow me, aod charge ! 

{The PaovKK^ALs'ntfJk in, but are rqmlsed by the 
Sicilians.) [ExettnL 

ScsMB y^Parttf the fldi of BatOe. 

MoBTALBA enkrt unmnded, and tufported by Raimoho, 
vohMtface is concealed by /Us hebnet. 

Rakgumd. Here rest thee, warrior. 

Monialbm. Rest, ay, death is rest. 

And sach will soon be mine — Bat thanks to tibee, 
I shall not die a captive. Brave Sicilian ! 
These lips are all nnnaed to soothing words. 
Or I should bless the valour which bath won 
For vaj last hour, the proud free solitude 
Wherewith my soul would gird itself. — Thy name .' 

Raimond. *Twill be no music to thine ear, Montaiba. 
Gaze— read it thas{ (i/e UfU the visor of his helmet.) 

Montaiba. Raimond di Procida ! 

Raimond. Thou hast pursued me with a bitter hate. 
But fare thee well ! Heaven's peace be with thy soul ! 
I must away — One glorious em>rt more 
And this proud field is won ! [Exit RAiftoKB. 

J\£oniaU>a. Am 1 thus humbled ? 

How iiiy.heart sinks within me ! But 'tb death 
(And he cau tame the mightiest) bath subdued ' 
My towering nature thus ! — Yet is he welcome ! 
That youth — *twas in his pride he rescued me ! 
I was his deadliest foe, aod thus he proved 
His fearless scorn. Ha ! ha ! but he shall fail 
To melt me into wonuaish feebleness. 
There I still baffle him— the grave shall seal 
My lips for ever-'-mortal shall not hear 
Mootalba say— «* Forgive r* [He dies. 

(The Scene closes.) 

ScBKB YI.— Another part of the Field. 

Procida. Gwfio. And other Sicilians. 

Procida. The day isours ; but he, the brave unknown. 
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* 
Who turned the tide of battle ;' he v^hose path 
Was victory-^who hath seeo him ? 

Albkbti iff hrwLghJt in wounded, and fettered, 
AlberH. Procida! 

Prodda. Be silent, traitor ! — Bear him from tnj sight 
Unto jour deepest diingeons. 

AVfcrti. Id the gnve 

A nearer home awaits me. — Tet one word 
Ere mj voice fail — thy son— 

Procida, Speak, speak ! 

AUterH. Thy son 

Knows not a thought of guilt. That traitorous plot 
Was mine alooe. {He %s led atoay.) 

Procida. Attest it, earth and Heaven I 

My son is guiltless ! — Hear it, Sicily > 
The blood of Procida is noble still f 
— Mj son ! — He lives, he lives ! — ^His voice shall speak 
Fmiveness to his sire I^I^is name shall cast 
Its brightness o'er my soul .' 

Outdo. Oh, day of joy ! 

The brother of my heart is worthy still 
The lofty name be bears. 

Anislmo enters, 

Procida. Anselmo, welcome ! 

In a glad hour we meet, for know, my son 
Is guiltless. 

Anselmo. And victorious ! by his arm 
All bath been rescued. 

Procida. How ! th' unknown— 

Anselmo, Was he ! 

Thy noble Rairaond ! By Vittoria*s hand 
Freed from his bondage in that awful hour 
When all was flight and terror. 

Procida. Now my cup 

Of joy too brigntl V mantles ! — ^Let me press 
My warrior to a father's heart — and die ; 
For life hath naught beyond — Why comes he not ? 
Anselmo, lead me to my valiant boy ! 

Ansebno. Temper this proud delight. 

Procida. What means that look ? 

He hath not fallen > 
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Afutlmo. He lives. 

Procida. Away, away f 

Bid the wide city with triumphal pomp 
Ptepare to neet her victor. Let this tkoilr 
Atone for all his wrongs !•— [EMunt, 

ScSKS VII.—Gatt&n of a Convmi. 

Raimond is lei in wowided, leaning on ArTiiiiiiUiTt. 

Raimond. Bear me to no dull couch,.but let me die 
In the bright face of nature ! — ^Lift mjr hehn, 
lliat I may look ob heaven. 

FitH AttendasU (to ^SsGonil AUendanO. Lay hnn to rest | 
On this Eteen sonny bank, and I will call 
Some holy sister to his aid : but thou 
Return onto the field, for hirh-bom men 
There need the peasant's m {Slxit Sscond AmiiOianp. 

(To Raimond,) Here genUer hands 

Shall teml thee, warrior; for in these i«fb?eat« 
Utey dwell, whose vows devote them to the cafe 
Of all that suffer. May*st thou live to bless than ! 

[Exit First AxnumiKT. 

Raimond. Thtts lM(te I wisfit*d to die !^-^rr«vas a pioiid 
strife! 
My £sther bless'd th* unknown who rescned him, 
(BiessM him, alas ! beceaue unknown '•) and Giiido» 
Beside me bravely struggling, callM aloud 
<' Noble SidUan, on !** Oh! &d they deem'd 
'Twas I who led that rescue, they had soamM 
Mine aid, though 'twas deliverance ; sno their looks 
Had fallen, like blights, upon me. — ^Tfaere isoae. 
Whose eye ne*er turned on mine, but its blue li^t 
Grew soner, trembling through the dewy mist 
Raised by deep tenderness !-^0h might the soul^ 
Set in that eye, shine on me ere 1 perish ! 
—-Is 't not her voice ? 

Constance en^srs, tptaking to a Nun, whojumi into anch 

ther path. 

Conttance. Oh » happy Ihey, kind sister, 

Whom thus ye tend ; for it is theirs to fall 
With brave men side by side, when the roused heart 
BeaU proudly to the last .'—There are high souls 
Whose hope was such a death, and 'tis denied ! 

(She approaches Raimonu.) 
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Youiig^ warrior, ig there aught — thou here, my RaimoDd ! 
Thou here— and thus !^— Oh ! is t^s joy or wo ? 

Raitnond, Joj, be it joy, my own, my blessed love, 
£*eii on the gravels dim veige f — ^yes ! it i» joy ! 
My CkHistance .' victors ha?e lieen crowned, ere now, 
With the green shining laurel, when their brows 
Wore deatb*8 own impress — and it may be thus 
E*«i yet, with roe ! — They treed me, when the Ibe 
Had half prevaiPd, and I have proudly earned, 
With my heart's dearest blood, the meed to die 
Within thine arms. 

Ccnatanee, Oh ! speak not thus — to die ! 

These wounds may yet be closed. 

(lahe aiietnpU to bind his wounds.) 
Look on me, love ! 
Why, there is more than life in thy glad mien, 
'Tis full of hope ! and from thy kindled eye 
Breaks e*en unwonted light, whobe ardent ray 
Seems born to be immortal ! 

Raimond. *Tis e*en so ! 

The parting soul doth gather all her fires 
Around her ; all herglorious hop^s, and dreams. 
And burning aspirations, to illume 
The shadowy dimness of the untrodden path 
Which lies before her i and, encircled thus, 
Awhile she 8it^ in dying eyes, and thence 
Sends forth her bright farewell. Thy gentle cares , 
Are vain, and yet I bless them. 

Constance. Say not vain ; 

The dying look not thus. We shall not part ! 

Raimond. I have seen death ere now, and known him wear 
Full many a changeful aspect. 

Constance, Oh! but none 

Radiant as thinei my warrior !~Thou wilt live ! 
Look round thee ! — all is sunshine — is not this 
A smiling world ? 

Raimond. Ay, gentlest love, a world 

' Of joyous besAity and magnificence. 
Almost too fair to leave ! — Yet must we tame 
Oar ardent hearts to this !>-Ob, weep thou not ! 
There is no home for liberty, or love, 
Beneath these festal skies! — Be not deceived ; 
My way lies &r beyond ! — ^I shall be soon 
That viewless thing which, with its mortal weeds 

14* 
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Casting off meaner passions, jet, we trust, 
Forgets not bow to lore ! 

C cnaUmee. And must this be ? 

Heaven, thou art merciful !-^Oh ! bid our souls 
Depart together .' 

Raimond. Constance ! there is stienedi 

Within thy gentle heart, which hath b6en provea 
Nobly, for me :•<— Arouse it once again ! 
Tliy grief unmans me — and 1 fain would meet 
That which approaches, aS a brave man yields 
With proud submission to a mightier foe. 
— ^It is upon mc now ! 

Constance. I will be calm. 

Let thy head rest upon my bosorh, Raimond, 
And 1 will so suppress its quick deep sobs. 
They shall but rock thee to thy rest. There is 
A world, (ay, let us seek it!) where no blight 
Falls on the beautiful rose of youth, and there 
I shall be with thee soon ! 

PaociDA and Aksklmo enter. Procida, on seeing' 
Raimond, starts back. 

Antehno. Lift up thy head, 

Brave youth, exultingly ! for lo ! thine hour 
Of glory comes ! — Oh ! doth it come too late ? 
£*en now the false Albert! bath confessed 
That guilty plot, for which thy life was doom'd 
To be th* atonement. 

Rainumd. 'Tis enough! Rejoice, 

Rejoice, my Constance ! for I leave a name 
0*er which thou may'st weep proudly ! {He sinks back,) 

To thy breast 
Fold me yet closer, for an icy dart 
Hath touched my veins. 

Oenetance. And must thou leave me, Raimond ? 

Alas ! thine eye grows dim — Its wandering glance 
Is full of dreams. 

Raimond. Haste, hastcj and tell mjc father 

I was no traitor ! 

Procida (THshmgforward), To the father's heart 
Return, foigivin^ all thy wrongs, return • 
Speak to me, Raunond t — Thou wert ever kind. 
And brave, and gentle ! Say that all tlie past 
Shall be forgiven • That word from none but thee 
My lips e'er adtU—Speak ta me once, my boy. 
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My prid€, my hope l-^Aud is it vritfa thee Ihw ? 
Look on me jret ! — Ob ! most thii ivo be bome ? 

Rainumd. Off with this weight of chains ! it is not nie^t 
^ov a crowo'd ronqneror ! — Hark, the trumpet's foice ! 

(A sound qftriumphant music is heard, gradually 
approaching.) 

Is U not a thrilling call ? — What drowsy spell 

Benumbs me thus ? — Hence ! I am free ag«itt ! 

Now swell your festal strains, the field is won ! 

Siog me to ^lof ious dreams. (He dies,) 

Anselmo. The strife is past. 

There fled a noble spirit ! 

Constance. Hush ! he sleeps — 

Disturb him not ! 

Anselmo. Alas ! this is no sleep 

From which the eye doth radiantly unclose : 
Bow down thy soul, for earthly hope is o*er ! 

( The music continues approaehin^. Guido enfert, 
with CiTisBNb and Soldibrs.) 

Quido. The shrines are deck*d, the festive torches blaze — 
"Where is our brave deliverer ? — We arc cmne 
To crown Palermo*s victor ! - 

Anselmo. Ye come too late. 

The voice of human praise doth send no echo 
Into the world of spirits. iThe music ceases.) 

Procida {after a pause). Is this dust 

I look on — lUimood ! — ^*tjs but sleep — a smile 
On his pale cheek sits proudly. Raimoud, wake ! 
Oh, God ! and this was his triumphant day ! 
My eon, my injured son ! 

Constance (starting). Art thou his father ? 
I know thee now. — Hence ! with thy dark stern eye, 
And thy cold heart ! Thou canst not wake him now ! 
Away ! he will not answer but to me. 
For none like me hath loved him ! He is mine ! 
Te shall not rend him from me. 

Procida. Oh ! he knew 

Thy love, i>oor maid ! — Shrink from me now no more ! 
He knew % heart— but who shall tell him now 




high 
Is there not power in the strong spirit* s wo 
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T6 fares aa ■■■wn*firiii the^riewless world 
Of tlK dnrtBd?— Sumood !--Speak ! forg^ive ! 
RuBond r Hf vidor, raj deliverer, bear .' 
Wbr, wtet • world is this ! — Troth ever borsts 
Qb die dark sool too late : And glory crowns 
Th* wioanscioas dead^! And an hoar ccxnes to break 
TVa nUitiest hearts ! — Mj son ! my son ! is this 
A day 3 triumph ! — Ay, ^ thee alone ! 

{Htihnwshmteifvpcmthebodifo/UAiuonJi.'i 

[CVrtam/oOf. 



THE LEAGUE OF THE AIiPS$ 

OB, 

THE MBBTING ON TQE FIELD OF OEUTLK 



ADy£RTIS£MENT. 



It was in the year 1308, that the Swiss rose 
against the tyranny of the BaUiffs appointed over 
them hy Alhert of Austria. The field called 
the GriJtli, at the foot of the Seelisberg,and near 
the boundaries of Uri and Unterwalden, was 
fixed upon by three spirited yeomen, Walter 
Furst (the father-in-law of William Tell, Wer- 
ner Staufiacher, and Erni (or Arnold) Melch- 
thal, as their place of meeting to deliberate on 
the accomplishment of their projects. 

^' Hither came Fiirst and Melchthal, along se- 
cret paths over the heights, and Staufiachel* in 
his boat across the Lake of the Four Cantons. 
On the night preceding the 11th of November, 
1 307, they met here, each with ten associates, 
men of approved worth ; and while at this so- 
lemn hour they were wrapt in the contemplation 
that on their success depended the fate of their 
whole posterity, Werner, Walter, and Arnold 
held up their hands to heaven, and in the name 
of the Almighty, who has created man to an in- 
alienable degree of freedom, swore jointly and 
strenuously to defend that freedom. The thirty 
associates heard the oath with awe ; and with 
uplifted hands attested the same God, and all his 
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saints, that they were firmlj bent on offering up 
their lives for the defence of their injured li^ 
berty. They then calmly a|;reed on their future 
proceedings, and for the present, each returned 
to his hamlet" — Planta^s History of the Hel^ 
vetic Confederacy, 

On the first day of the year 1306, they suc- 
ceeded in throwing off the Austrian yoke, and 
" it is weli attested," says the same author^ 
<< that not one drop of blood was shed on this 
memorable occasion, nor had one proprietor to 
lament the loss of a daimt ^ privilege, or an 
inch of ]and« The Swiss met on the succeed- 
ing sabbath, and once more confirmed by oath 
their ancient, and (as they fondly named it) 
their perpetual league." 



TH6 

LEAGUE OF THE ALM. 



I. 

'TwAS Di|;ht npop tbe Alps.— The Sean's (1) wild horn, 
l4ke a wind's Toice, had poor*d its lest long tone. 
Whose pealinr echoes, throngh the larch-woods bone, 
To ibe low cabins of the glens made known 
That welcome steps were nieh. The flocks had g^ne. 
By cliff and pine, brides, to their place of rest ; 
The chamois slumber^, for the chase was done ; 
His cavero-bed of moss the hunter pressed, 
And tlie rock-eagle couchM, high on his cloudy nest. 

Did the land sleep f— 4be woodman's axe bad ceas'd 
Its ringing notes upon tbe beech and plane ; 
The grapes wem gather'd in ; the vintage feast 
Was ck>8'd upon the hills, tbe reaper's strain 
Hnsh'd by the streams ; the year was in its wane. 
The night in its mid>watch ; it was a time 
E'en maiked and hallow'd onto Slnmber^s reign. 
But thoii|fats wera stirring, restless and sDbh'me, 
And o'er his white Alps mov'd the^pirit of the clime. 

For there, where snows, in crownmg glory spread, 
High and unmark'd by mortal footstep lay ; 
And there, where torrents, 'midst tbe ice-caves fed, 
Bnrst in their joy of light and sound awav ; 
And there, where Freedom, as in scornful play, 
Had huni; man's dwellings 'midst the realms of air. 
O'er cliflS the venr birth-place of the day— 
Oh ! who would dream that Tyranny could Hare 
. Tolayherwitheringhandon God's bright workse'enther^.? 

15 
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IV. 

Yet thus it was — amidst the fleet streams gusbidg 
To briDg down rainbows o*er their sparry cell, 
And the glad heights, through mist and tempest mshing; 
Up where the san*8 red fire glance earliest (ell. 
And the fresh pastures, where the herd^s sweet bell 
Recaird such life as Eastern patriarchs led ; 
There peasant-men their free thoughts might not tell 
Save in the hour of shadows and of dread. 
And hollow sounds that wake to Guilt's dull, stealthy tread. 

V. 

Bat in a land of happy shephcrd-horaes, 
On its green hills in quiet joy reclining 
With their bright hearth-fires, 'midst me twilight-glooms» 
Fiom bowery lattice through the fir- woods shining ; 
A land of legends and wild songs, entwining 
Their memory with all memories lov'd and blest — 
In such a land there dwells a power, combining 
The strength of many a calm, but fearles>s breast ; 
— And wo to hitn who breaks the Sabbath of its rest ! 

VL . 

A sound went up — the wave's dark sleep was broken — 
On Uri's lake was heard a midnight oar — 
Of man's brief course a troubled moment's token ' 
Tb' eternal waters to their barriers bore ; 
And then their gloom a flashing image wore 
Of torch -fires streaming out o'er crag and wood, 
And the wild falcon's wing was heard to soar 
In startled haste— and by that moonlight-flood, 
A band of patriot-men on Grutli's verdure stood. 

VU. 

They stood in arms — the wolf- spear and the bow 
Had wag'd their war on things of mountain-race 
Mi^ht not their swift stroke reach a mail-clad foe 
— Strong hands in harvest, daring feet in chase. 
True hearts in fight, were ^alhcr'd on that place 
Of secret council. — Nol for fanje or spoil 
So met those men in Heaven's majpstic face ; — 
To guard froc hearths they rose, the sons of toil, 
The hunter of the rocks, the tiller of the soil 

VIIL 

O'er their low pastoral valleys might the tide 
Of /ears have flow'd, and still, from sire to son,, 



? 
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Their naineg and records on the green earth died, 
As cottage-lamps, expiring, one by one, 
In the dim giades, when midnight hath begun 
To hush all sound. — But silent on its height. 
The snow-mass, full of death, while ages run 
Their course, may slumber, bath'd in rosy light. 
Till some rash voice or step disturb its brooding might. 

IX. # 

So were they roused — th* invading step had past 
Their cabin -thresholds, and the lowly door, 
Which well bad stood against the F6bnwind*s(8) blast, 
Could bar Oppression from their homes no more. 
Why, what n,ad she to do where all things wore 
Wild Graudieur's impress ? — In the storm^s free way, 
How dared 'she lift her pageatft crest before 
Th' endul-ing and magnificent array 
Of sovereign Alps, that winged their eagles wiOi the day ? 

X. 

This mi^ht not lon^ be borne — the tameless hiOs 
Have voices from me cave and cataract swelling. 
Fraught with His name, whose awful presence fills 
Their deep lone places, and for ever telling 
That He hath made man free ! — and they whose dwelling 
Was in those ancient fastnesses, gave ear ; 
The weight of sufferance from their hearts repelling, 
They rose— "the forester, the mountaineer — 
Oh ! what hath earth more strong than the good peasant- 
spear f 

XL 

Sacred be Grutli's field — their vigil keeping 
Through many a blue and starry summer'»B%ht, 
There, while the sons of happier lands were sleeping. 
Had th<»e brave Switzers met ; and in &e sight. 
Of the jost God, who pours forth burning ut^dit 
To gird the oppressed, had given (lieir dcep'&oghts way. 
And brac'd their spirits for the patriot fight. 
With lovely images of homes, that lay 
Bower*d 'midst the rustling pines, or by the torrent-spray. 

XII. 

Now had endurance reached its bounds .'—They came 
With courage set in each bright earnest eye, 
The day, the signal, and the hour to name. 
When they should gather on their hills to die. 
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Or sbdke Uie Giaciers with tfaev jofoos ctf 
For the land's freedom.— -^Tires a accne, combinmg 
All gloiy ia itadf^the aolenoii ainr. 
The stars, die waiaa thebaoAen'd lidbt wjArimng, 
And Man's high aool supreme o*er migpaty Natnva smniiig;. 

XOX. 

CalnihMhey stood, «nd with collected mien, 
Bresnbg their sods in voices firm but loar, 
As if die spirit of the hour and scene. 
With the wood's whurper, and the wave's sweet flow, 
&A tsmper'd in their thoughtful hearts the glow 
Of all hifienaat feeling. To the brsadi 
Ot Dorian flute, and fj^nbte soft and slow. 
Fan thos, of old, the Sp^rten fixxn its sheath 
Drew his devoted fward,aiid gurt himself for d«ath. 



And three, diat seem'd as cfaieftamsof die band, 
Weragadiaf^d in the midst on diat lone shore 
By Urfsklm^^fiUher of d»s.land,(S) 
One on his brow die silent record wore 
Of maiw days, whose shadows bad pssHi o'er 
His path ankong dm hills, and qoench'd the dreams 
Of yontfa with aonow.—- Yet froDn roemorv's lore 
StiU his Ule*s evening draw its loveliest gteams. 
For be hadwalk'd wim God, besids the mowitaiastnanis. 

And his gray hairs, i|i haraier timesi might well 
To their last pillow ^enuy have gone. 
As melts a wresdiof snow.— Bat who shall tell 
How li& may task the spii^it ?— fie was one, 
"Who from its moia a freeman's woik had done. 
And reap'd his harvest, and his vintage pressed. 
Fearless of wioo^ ;— and now, at set of son, 
He bow'd not to his years, for on the breast 
Of a still chaiaiess land he deem'dit much to rest 

XVI. 

But for such holy rest strong hands must toil. 
Strong hearts endure !— By that pale elder's side, 
Stood one thai seem'd a monarch of the soil. 
Serene and stalely in his manhood's pride, 
Wemer,(4} the brave and true !— If men have died, 
Their heardit and shrines inviolate to keep, 
He was a mate fi>r such. —The voice, that cried 
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Withio his breast, '* Arise V* came still and deep 
From his far hoitiey that smiFd, e*cn then, in moon'light sleep. 

xvn. 

It was a home to die for! — as it rose. 
Through its vine-foliaffe, sending forth a sound 
Of mirthful childhood, o*er the green repose 
And laughing sunshine of (he pastures round ; 
And he whose life to that sw«et spot was bound. 
Rais*d unto Heaven a glad yet thoughtful eye, 
And set his free step firmer on the ground. 
When o'er his soul its melodies went by 
As through some Alpine pass, a breeze of Italy. 

XVIII. 

Bat who was he, that on his hunting-spear 
LeanM with a prouder and more fiery oeariog ? 
*^Hi8 was a brow for tyrant-hearts to fear, 
"Within the shadow of its dark locks wearing 
That which they may not tame — a soul declaring 
War against earth's oppressors.— 'Midst that throng, 
Of other m(Hild he seem'd, and loftier daring, 
One whose blood swept high impulses along. 
One Uiat should pass, and leave a name for warlike song, 

XIX. 

A memory on the mounttdns !— one to stand. 
When tbelrills'echoed with the deepening swell 
Of hostile trumpets, foremost for the land. 
And in some rock defile, or savage dell. 
Array her peasant-children to repel 
Th** invader, sending arrows for his chains I 
Ay, one to fold around him, as he fell, 
I^r banner with a smile — for through his veins 
The joy of danger flow'd, as torrents to the plains. 

XX. , 

There was at times a wildness in the light 
Of his Quick-flashing eye ; a something;, bom 
Of the tree Alps, and beautifully bnent. 
And proud, and tameless, laughmg Fear to scorn ! 
It well mi^ht be ! — Young Emi*8 (5) step had worn 
The mantling snows on their most reral steeps. 
And track'd the lynx above the clouofs of mom. 
And follow'd where the flving chamois leaps 
Across the dark-blue rifts, th' unfathoro'd glacier-deeps. 

16* 
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XXL 

He waa a creatore of the Alnoe sky, 
A being- whoae bright spirit had been feci 
'Midst the crownM heignts of joy and Uber^« 
And thoaghts of power. — ^He kiiew each paOi which lad 
To the rock's treasure-caves, whose crystals abed 
Soft liehtoVr secret foontains. — At the tone 
Of his loud bom, the DUnmer-Gmr (6) had spiread 
A startled wing ; fiw oft that peal had blown 
Where the free catanct^ Yoice was wont to somid alone. 



His step had track'd the waste, his seal had sthfi'd 
Tile ancient soiitodes — faia voice had told 
Of wrongs to call down Heaven. (7) — ^That tale was heard 
In Hasli's dales, and where the shepherds fold 
Their flocks in dark ravine and craggy bold 
On the bleak Oberland ; and wHere the lig^t 
Of Day's last footstep bathes in burning gdM 
Great Righi's cUib -, and where Movnt nl&te*s height 
Casts o*er us glassy lake the daiisness of his might. 

xxixi. 

Nor was it heard in vain. — ^There stl things press 
High thoughts on man. The fearless hunter pass'd, 
And, from the botfom of the wilderness, . 
There leapt a spirit and a power to east ' 
The weight oit boBd^« down — and bright and fast, 
As the cfear waters* joyou^ and iree^ 
Burst from the desert-rock, it rosh'd, at last. 
Through the far valleys ; till the patnot>three . 

Thus with then- brethren stood, beside the Forest Sea* v8) 

XXIV. 

They linked their handst-^^ey pMg'cl t^ir stsniaas foith, 
In the dread presence of attesting Heaven^- 
They bound their hearts to su(fering and to death, 
With the severe and solemn transport given 
To bless such vows. — How man bad striven, 
Hpw man might strive, and vainly strive they knew. 
And caird upon their God, whose arm had riven 
The crest of many a tyrant, since He blew 
The foaming sea«wave on, and Egypt's might o'erthrew. 

XXV, 

They knelt, and rose in strength.— The valleys lay 
Still in their dimness, bot the peaks which darted 
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iuto the bricht mid-air, had caiirht from day 
A flash of fire, when those true Switiers parted, 
Each to his glen or forest, stead&st-hearted, 
And full of hope. Not many suns had worn 
Their setting giofy, ere from slumber slwrted 
Ten thousand voices, of the .mountains bom — 
So far was heard the blast of Freedam*8 echoing horn I 

XXVL 

The ice-vaults trembled, when that peal came rending 
The frozen stillness which around them hung ; 
From cliff to cliff the avalanche descending, 
Gave answer, till the sky's blue hollows rung ; 
And the flame-signals throuxfa the midnight sprang, 
From the Surennen rocks lilce baniMirs streaming 
To the hr Seelisberg { whence light was flung 
On Gifttli's field, dn all the red lake gleaming 
Shone out, a meteor-heaven in its wild splendour seeming. 

xxvn. 

Aiti die winds toss'd each summit's blazing crest, 

As a host's plumage ; and the giant pines, 

Fell'd where they wav*d o'er crag aziid eagle's nest. 




bright, 
In Warner's dwelling flow'd; through leafless vines 
From Walter's hearth stieam'd forth the festive light. 
And Eroi's blind old sire gave thanks to Heaven that night. 

:ptYii£ 

Then, on the silence of the snows there lay 
A Sabbath's ouiet sunshine,— and its bell 
FJU'd the huso'dair awhile, with lonelysway ; 
For the stream's voice was cbaia'd by Winter's spell. 
The deep wood-sounds hadceas'd. — But rock and dell 
Rung forth, ere long, when, strains of jubilee 
Peal'd from the mountain-cfanrches, with a swell 
Of praise to Him who stills the raging sea,^ 
For now the strife was clos'd, the glorions Alps were free ' 
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NOT£S 



TO 



THE LEAGUE OF THE AI.m. 



Note 1. 
-2^ SennU vfUd horn. 



SiHir, the name given to a herdnoan among the Swiss Alps. 

Notef. 



-Agtthut the FohnuMPi blatt. 



FShnwind, the South-east wind, which frequently lays 
wiste the eountty before it. 

N^te 3.* 
'Afafher of thelmd. 



Walter Fiirst, the father-in-law of Tell. 

Note 4. 

W'emeri the brave and true ! dre. 
Wemer Stauffiicher, who had been urged by his wife to 
rouse and unite his countrymen for the deliverance of Swit- 
zerland. 

Note 5. 
Young Ern€s sUp had wornt ire. 
Emi, Arnold Melchthal. 

. Note 6. 
The L&mmer-Geyer had tpread^ SfC. 
The Llinttner-Geyer, the largest kind of Alpine eagle. 
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Note?. 

Qf wnmgt to call down Heacm, 4«> 
llieejres or hk agedfrtfaer liBdbeea'pBt out, by tbeofden 
of the Aostriaa Goreroor. 

Note 8. 
B ended fbredSm. 



Fonfl-Sea. Tbo Lake of the Foot Cantoos is (nqaenHy 
•o called. 



THE 

FOREST . SANCTUART. 



Ihr Piatze aller meiner stfllen Freoden, 
Eucb laM icb hinter mir aiif imnierdar * 

So isl des Geisites Ruf an tnicfa elvaiiiCMi, 
Mich treibt nichl eitlesy irdischfts YeriaogiSD. 

■ Die Jmtgfrau 9on OrUan». 

Looe time against opprenian'haTe I fijiiglit, 
Andfor the natiire liberty of faith 
Rave bled a&d nifier*d bcvds. 

Remoru^ a 2Vi^<i 






TIm feUonriai; Poem k iBtended todeicrib 
flioti, u wdl as ontirud nflEeinifi, of a ..^ 
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I. 

Thb voices of my Ijome - — I hear them still ! 
They have been with me through the dreamy night**- 
The blessed household voices, wont to fill 
My heart's clear depths with umtlloyM delight ! 
I bear tKem still unchanged : — though some from earth 
Are music parted, and the tones of mirth — 
Wild, silvery tones, that rang through days more bright* 
Have died in others, — ^yet to me they come, 
Singing of boyhood back — the voices of my home • 

II. 

They call me through this hush of woods, reposing 
In the gray stillness of the summer morn, 
They wander by when heavy flowers are closing, 
And thoughts ^row deep, and winds and stars are bora ; 
£*en as. a fount's remember'd gushings burst 
On the p^rchM traveller in his hour of thirst. 
E'en thus they haunt me with sweet sounds, till wota 
By quenchless longings, to my sOul I say- 
Ob ! for the dove's swift wings, that I might fletf awajt 

III. 
And find mine ark ! — ^yet whither? — I must bear 
A yearning heart within me to the grave.' 
I am of those o'er whom a breath of air- 
Just darkening in its course the lake's bright wavc;« 
And sighing through the feathery canes (1>-— hath povrer 
To calfup shadows, in the silent hour, 
From the dim past, as from a wizard's cave ! 
So must it be ! — These skies above me spread, 
Are they my own soft skies .'—Ye rest not here, my dead ! 

IV. 

Ye far amidst the southern flowers lie sleeping. 
Your graves all smiling in the sunshine clear, .^ 
Save one !— a blae* looe. distant main is sweeping 
High o'er ^gentle head— ye rjwt not h^re '— 
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'Tis not the olive, with a whisper swayiojg^, 
Not thf low ripplings, g^lassy water, playing 
Through my own chesuut g:rove8, which fill mine ear ; 
But the faint echoes in my breast that dwell. 
And for their birth-place moan, as moaos tlie ocean«8hell. <S) 



Peace ! — I wiM dash these fond regrets to earth, 
£v*n as an eagle shakes the cumbering rain 
From his strong pinion. Tnou that gav'st me birth, 
And lineage and once home,— my native Spain ' 
My own bright land— 'my father's land— oiy child's • 
What hath thy son brought from thee to the wilds ? - 
He hath brought marks of torture and the chain, 
Traces of things which pass not as a breeze, 
Ablated nauie, dark thoughts, wrath, wo<--thy gifts are 
these. 

VI. 
A blighted name • — I l^ear the winds of mom — 
Their soonds are not of this ! — ^J hear the shiver 
Of the ereen reeds, and all the rustlings, borne 
From me hijg;h forest, when the light leaves quiver : 
Their soonc^ are not of this '• — the cedars, waving. 
Lend it no tone : His wide savannahs laving, 
It is not murmor'd by the joyous river * 
What pert hath mortal name, where God alone . 
Speaks to the mighty waste, and through its heairt is knowa i^ 

vn. 

Is it not much that I may worship Him, 
With nausht my spirit's breathings to control, 
And feel His presence in the vast, and dim. 
And whispery woods, where dyiug thunders roll 
From the far cataracts ?-~ Shall I not rejoice 
That I have leam'd at last to know Hi* voice 
From man's ?•— 1 will rejoice ! — my soaring soul 
Now hath redeemed her birth -right of thb dav; 
And won, through clouds, to Him, her own unietter'd way ! 

VII L 
And thoa, my boy ! that silent at my knee 
Dost lift to mine thy soft, dark, earnest eyes, 
Fill'd with the love of childhood, which I see 
Pure throng its depths, a thins^ without dispiise 
Thou that hast breath'd in slumber on my breast, 
When I have check'd its throbs to give thee rest. 
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Mine ovirn ! whose young thoughts fresh before ine rise ! 
Is it not much that I itny guide thy prayer. 
And circks thy glad soul with tree and healthful air ? 

IX. 

Why should I weep on thy bright bead, ray boy ? 
Within thy father's halU thou wilt not dwell, 
Nor lift thieir banner, wtth a warrior's joy. 
Amidst the sons, of mountain chiefs, who fell 
For Spain of old.— 'Yet what if rolling waves 
Have borne us far from our ancestral graves ! 
Thou shalt not feel thy bursting heart rebel 
As mine hath done ; nor bear what I have borne. 
Casting in falsehood's mould th' indignant brow of scorn. 

X. 

This shall not be thy lot, my blessed child ! 
I have not sorrpw'd, struggled, lived in vain— 
Hear me * magnificent and ancient wild ; 
And mighty rivers, ye that meet the main. 
As deep meets deep ; and forests, whose dim shade 
The flood's voice, and the wind's by swells pervade; 
Hear me !— 'tis well to die, and not complain. 
Yet there are hours when the char*g'd heart mast ipeak, 
Ev*n in the desert's ear to pour itself, or break ! 

XI. 

1 6ee an oak before me, (3) it hath been 
The crown'd one of the woods ^ and might have flung 
Its hundred arms.to Heaven, slill freshly green, 
But a wild vine arouod the stem hath clung. 
From branch to branch close wreaths of boiidage throwing. 
Till the proud tree, before no tempest bowing, 
Hath shrunk and died, those serpent-folds amuog. 
Alas ! alas ! — what is it thnt I ftfsm f 
An image of man's mind, land of my sires, with thee ! 

XII. 

Yet art thou lovely !— Song is on thy hills— 
Oh sweet and moarni'ul melodies of Spain, 
Tbatliill'd my boyhood, how yotir memory thrills 
The exile's heart with sudden -wakening pain * — 
Your sons are on the rocks— that I might hear . 
Once more the music of the mountaineer ! — 
And from the sunny vales the shepherd's strain 
Floats out, and iiltit the solitary place 
With the old tuneful names of Spain's heroic race. 
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xriL 

Bot there was silence one bright, golden day. 
Through my own pine-hung mountains. Clear, yet lone, 
In die rich autumn light the vineyards lay. 
And from the fields the peasant^s voice was gone ; 
And die red grapes untrodden 8trew*d the ground, 
And the free flocks untended roam'd around : 
Where was the pastor? — where the pipe's wild tone ? 
Music and mirth were hushM the hills among, . 
Whik to the ci^s gates each baijiilet pour'd its throng. 

XIV. 

Siloicn apen the roountains > — But within 
Tbe city's gates a rush— a pres9-~-a swell 
Of maltitudes tiieir torrent way to win; 
Aad heavy boomings of a dull deep bell, 
A dead nanse following each — like that which parts 
Hie dam^f biHows, holding breathless hearts 
Fast in the hnsh of fekr — knell afTer knell ; 
And sounds 6t thickening steps, like thuoder-rain. 
That plashes on the roof of some vast echoing fane * 

XV. 

Wh^ pageant's hour approech'd •' — The sullen gate 
Of a strong ancient prison-hoase was thrown 
Back to the day. And who, In mournful state. 
Came forth, led slowly o'er its threshold<>stojae i 
They that had learned, in cells of secret glofxxi, 
How sanshine is for^ttea ! — They, to whom 
The very features of mankind were grown 
Thinn that bewilder'd ! —O'er their dazzled sight. 
They lifted their wan hands, and cower'd before the light! 

XVI. 

To this man brings his brother • — Some were there, 
Who with their desolation had entwin'd 
Fierce strength, and girt the sternness of de.«pair 
Fast round their bosoms, ev'n as warriors bind 
The breast-plate on for %ht : but brow and cheek 
Seem'd theira a torturiDg* panoply to s\yeBk ! 
And there were some, from whom the vcly mind 
Had becm wrung out : they smii'd — oh ! startling smile 
Whence man's high soul is fled !-<^whence doth it sleep the 
while ? 
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XVII. 

But onward moved ihe melancholy traiiit 
For their false creeds iii fiery pan^s to die. 
This wat^ the sol«mu sacrifice of Spaia— - 
lIeaveQ*s dfering from the laud ot chivalry ! 
Through ihousarida, thousands of their race they movM— 
Oh ! how uiihke all olliers - — the belovM, 
The free, the proud, the beautiful ! whose eye 
Grew fixM before them, while a people's breath 
Was hush'd, and its oue soul bound iu the thought of death ! 

XVIIL 

It mi^ht be (hat amidst the oountless throii«^. 
There swelled some heart witlt Pity's weight oppressed, 
For the wide stream of human love is strong; 
And woman, on whose fond and faithful breast 
Childhood is rear'd, and at whose knee the sigh 
Of its first prayer is breathed, she, too, was nigh. 
But. life is dear, and the free footstep bless'd, 
And home a sunny place, where each may fill 
Some eye with glistening smile^, — and' therefore all were 
still— 

XIX. 

All still— youth, courage, strength ! — a winter laid, 
A chain of palsy, cast on might and mind > 
Still, as at noon a southern forest's shade, 
They stood, those breathless masses of mankind ;. 
Still, as a frozen torrent '-^-but the wave 
Soon leaps to foaming freedom— -they, Che brave, 
Endur*d— they saw the martyr's place assign'd 
In (he red flames— whence is the withering spell 
That numbs each human pulse f — they, saw, and thought it 
well. 

XX. 

And I, t0O| thought it well •' That very morn 
From a for land 1 came, yet round nie clung 
The spirit of my own< No hand had torn 
With a strong grasp away the veil which hung 
Between mine eyes and truth. I gaz'd, I saw , 
Dimly, as through a glass. In silent awe 
I watch'd the fearful rites ; and if there sprung 
One rebel feeling from its deep founts up. 
Shuddering, I flung it back, as guilt's own poison-cup. 

16* 
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XXI. 

But I W88 wakeoM as the dreamers waken 
Whom the bhrill trumpet and the shriek ot dread 
Rouse up at midnight, when their walls are takeU) ■ 
And they roust battle till their blood is shed 
On theiir own threshold-floor. A path for light 
Through my torn breast was shatter'd by the might 
Of the swift thunderstroke— ^tikod Freedom's tread 
Came in through ruins, late, yet not in vain, 
Making the blighted plao^all green with life again. 

XXII. 

f 

Still darkly* ^slowly,' as a sjullea mass 
Of cloud, o'ersweeping, without wind, the sky, 
Dream-like I saw the sad procession pass. 
And mark'd its victims with a tearless eye. ' • 
They mov*d before me but ^s pictures, wrought 
Each to reveal some secret of man's thought, . 
On the sharp edge of sad mortality, 
Till in his place came .one- — oh ! could it be .' 
•—My friend, my heart's first friend: — and did I gaze on 
thee? 

XXIII. 

On thee *• with whom in boyl^ood I had playM, 
At the gr^pe-gatherings, by my native streams ; 
And to whose eye my youthful soul had laid 
Bare, as to Heaven's, its glowing world of dreams ; 
And by whose side 'midst warriors I had stcod, 
And in whose helm was brought— oh • earn'dwith blood 1 — 
llie fresh wave to my lips, when tropic beams 
Smote on my fever'd brow !— Ay, years had pass'd, 
SeTering our paths, brave friend ! — and fhvs we met at, l&8t ' 

XXIV. 

I see it still-- the lofty mien thou borest— 

On thy pale forehead sat a sense of power ! 

The very look that once thou brightly worest 

Cheering me onward through a fearful hour, 
I When we were girt by Indian bow and spear, 

'Midst the tvhiie Andes-— evVi as mountain deer, 

Heram'd in oar camp — but through the javeliA shower 

We rent our way, a tem^st of despair ! 
-And thou«-had0t thon but died with thy tnie brethicn 
there ! 
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XXV. 

I call the fond wi&h back — for thoa hast fjerish'd 
More nobly far, my Alvar ! — ^making known 
The might of truth ;(4) and be thy piemory cheriah*d 
With theirs, the thousands, that around her throne 
Have pourM their lives out smiling, in that doom 
Finding' a triumph, if denied a tomb ! 
— Ay, with their ashes hath the wind been sown. 
And with the wind their spirit shall be spread, 
Filling^ man's heart and home with records of the dead. 

XXVI. 

Thoii Searcher of the Soul ! in whoso dread sight 

Not the boM guilt alone, that mocks the skies, 

But the scarce-own'd, unwhisperM thought of night, 

As a thing written with the sunbeam Ires; 

Thou know'st — whose eye through shade and depth can 

see, 
That this man^» crime was but to worship thee. 
Like those that made their hearts thy sacrifice, 
The caird of yore ; wont by the Saviour's side, 
On the dim OJiTe- Mount to pray at eventide. 

xxvn. 

For the strong spirit will at times awake, 
Piercing the mists that wrap her clay-abode ; 
And, born of theci she may not always take 
Earth's accents (or the oracles of God ; 
And ev'n for this — O dust, whose mask is power J 
Beed, that wouldst be a scourge thy little hour • 
Spark, whereon yet the mighty hath not trod. 
And therefore thou defttroyest ! — where were flown 
Our hope, if man were left to man's decree alone ^ 

XXVIII. 

Bat this I felt not yet. I could but gaze 
On him, my friend ; while that swift moment threw 
A sudden freshness back on vanish'd days. 
Like water-drops on some dim picture's hue ; 
Calling the proud time up, when first [ stood 
Where banners floated, and my heart's quick blood 
Sprang to a torrent as the clarion blew. 
And he — his sword was like a brother's worn, 
That watches through the field his mother's yoangest bom. 



188 THE FOREST SANCTUARY. 

XXIX. 

Bat ft lance met me in that day's career, 
Senseless I laj amidst th* o'ersweeping fi^)it, 
Wakening at last — how full, how btran{j:cTy clear, ■ 
That scene on memory flashM ! — the shivery light, 
Moonlight, on broken shields — the plain of slaughter, 
The fountain-side — the low sweet sound of waters— 
And Alvar bending o*er roe-^ffom the night 
Covering me with his mantle ! — all the past 
FlowM back — my soul's far chords all ansvi'erM to the blast. 

XXX. 

4 

Till, in that rush of visions, I became 
As one that by the bands of slumber wound, 
Lies with a pow«^rle89, but all-thrilling frame, 
T'ltense in consciousness of Fight and sound, , 
Yet buried in a witdcring dream which brings 
IjOvM faces round hipi, girt with fearfiit tbinzs! 
Troubled ov'n thus I stood, but chain*d and oound 
On that familiar fonn mine eye to keep — 
— Alas ! I might not foil upon his neck and vT,eep .' 

XXXI. 

He passM me — and what neit ? — T 1ook*d on two. 
Following his footsiep to the same dread place. 
Fur the same guilt— his sisters !(5) — Well I knew 
The beauty on those brows, though each young (ace 
Was changed — so deeply chaog'a ! — a rfungeou's air 
Is hard for IovcmI and lovely things to bear, 
And ye, O daughters of a lofty race, _ 
Queen- like Theresa ! radiant inec ! — flowers 
So cherishM ! were ye then bat rear*d for those dark hours ? 

xxxu. 

A mournful home, young sisters ! had ye left, 
With your lutes hanging hushed upon the waif. 
And silence round the aged man, bereft 
Of each glad voice, once answering to his call. 
Alas, that lonely father ! dooih*d to pine 
For sounds departed in his life's decline, 
And, 'midst the shadowing banners of his hall. 
With his white hair to sit, and deem Ihe name 
A hundred chiefs had borne, cast dotyn by you to shame !(6} 
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XXXUI. 

And wo for voo, !midst looks and words of love. 
And gentle hearts and faces, nurs'd so long ! 
Hbiv had I seen you in your beauty move, 
Wearing the wreath, and listening (o the song •' 
— Yet sat, ev'n then, what seemM the crowd to shuni 
Half veiled upon the clear pale, brow of one, 
.And deeper thoughts than oft to youth belong, 
Thoughts, such as wake to evening's whispery sWIty, 
Within the drooping shade of her sweet eyelids lay. 

3cxxiy. 

And if she mmgled with the festive train, 
It was but as some melancholy star 
Beholds the dance of shepherd on the plain, 
In its bright stillness present, though afar. 
Yet would, she smile — and that, too, hath its smile^ 
Circled with joy which reach'd hernot tfaie while, 
And bearing a lone spirit, not at war 
With earthly things, but o'er their form and hue 
Sh.«ddiog too clear a light, too sorrowfully true. 

XXXV. 

Bat ibe dark hoars wring forth the bidden might 
Which hath lain bedded in the srient soal, 
A treasure aU undreamt of ;— as the night 
Calls oat the harmonies of streams that roll 
Unheard by day. It seem'd as if her breast 
Had hoarded enei^e8,«till then suppressed 
Almost with pain, and bursting from control. 
And finding first that hour their pathway free : 
—Could a rose brave the storm, such might her emblem be ? 

XXXVI. 

For the soft gloom whose shadow still had hung 
On her fair brow, beneath its garlands worn. 
Was fled ; and fire, like prophecy's had sprung, 
Clear to her kindled eye. It might be scorn — 
Pride — sense of wrong — ay, the frail heart is bound 
By these at times, ev'n as with adamant round, 
Kept so from breaking •— yet not thus upborne 
She mov'd, through some sustaining passion's wave 
Lifted her fervent soul— -a sister for the brave .' 
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XXXVII. 

And y^t, alas ! to see the strength which. clings 
Round woman in such hours ! — ^a fliournful sight, 
Though lovely !r-anyerflowing of the springs, 
The full springs of aiiectioQ, deep as bright • 
And she, because her life is ever twin'd 
With other lives, and by no stornoy wind 
May whence be shaken, and because the light 
Of tenderness is round her, and her eye 
Doth weep such passionate fears — therefore she thas can die. 

xxxvm. 

Therefore didst thou, through that heart- shaking scene, 
As dirough a triuniph move ; and cast aside 
Thine owntsweet thougbtfulness for victory's mien, 
O faithful sister ! cheering thus the guide, 
And friend, and brother dfthy sainted youth. 
Whose hand had led thee to the source of truth, 
Where thv glad soul from earth was purified ; 
Nor woulast thou, following him through all the past. 
That he should see thy step grow, tremulous at last 

XXXIX. 

For thou hadst made no deeper love a guest 
'Midst thy young spirit's dreams, than that which grows 
Between the nurtur'd of the same fond breast. 
The shelter'd of one roof ; and thus it rose 
Twin'd in with life.— How is it, that^the hours 
Of the same sport, the gathering early flowers 
Round the sa1ne tree, the sharing one reposp, 
And mingline one first prayier in murmurs soft. 
From the hearth memory fade, in this world's breath, ao oft ? 

XL. 

But thee that breath had toucird not; thee, nor him, 
The true in all things found J— and thou wert blest 
Ev'n then, that no reiriember'd change could dim 
The perfect image of affection, press'd 
Like armour to thy bosom! — thou hadst kept 
Watch by that brother's couch of pain, and wept. 
Thy sweet face covering with Ihv robe, when rest 
Fled from the sufferer ; thou hadst bound his faith 
Unto thy soul — one light, one hope ye chose — one death. 



i 
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XLI. 

So didst 4oa pass on brightly !— but for her, 
Next in that P&th, bovr may Mr doom be spoken 
— ^All-mercilol ! to think that such things were. 
And are, and seen by men with hearts unbroken • 
To think of that fair eirl, whose path had i)eea 
So strew*d with rose-Teaves, all ^e faijy scene ! 
And whose quick glance came ever as a token 
Of hope to .droopitt|^ thought, and her glad voice 
As a free bird's in spring, that makes the woods rejoiced 

"XLII. 

And she to die !--she lov'd the laughing earth 
With such deep jov in its fresh leaves and flowers * 
— Was not her smile even as the sudden birth 
Of a young rainbow, colouring vernal showers ^ 
Yes ! but to meet her fawn-like step, to hear 
The gasthes of wild song, so silvery clear. 
Which, oft unconsciously, in jiappier hours < 

Flowed from her lips, was to forget the sway 
Of Time and Death below, — blight, shadow, dull decay ! 

XLIIL 

Could this change be ? — the hour, the scene, where last 
I saw that form, came floating o*er my mind : 
— A golden vintage-eve; — the heats were passM 
And, in the freshness of the fanning wind, 
Her Either sat, whure gleamed the fiiist faint star 
Throui^K the i*me-bough8 ; and with her ligbt guitar. 
She, oil the greenswaro at his teet reciiit'd. 
In his calm face iaughM up; 60iiie shepherd-lay 
Singing, as childhood sings on the lone hills at play. 

XLIV. 

And now — oh God ! — the bitter fear of death. 
The sore amaze, the faint o*crshadowing dread, 
Had pasp*d her • — painting in her quioc-drawn breath. 
And m her white lips quivering ; — onward led, 
She lo9k'd up with ner dim bewildered eyes. 
And there smird out her own soft brilliant skies. 
Far in their sultry southern azure spread, 
Glowing with joy, but silent ! — still they smil'd. 
Yet sent down no reprieve for earth's poorlrembling child. 
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XLV. 

Alas ! — that earth had all too strong a hold, 
Too fast, sweet Inez ! ou tbj heart, whose bloom 
Was given to early love, nor know how cold 
The hours which follow. There was one, with whom. 
Young as thou wert, and gentle, and untried. 
Thou might'st, perchance, unshrinkingly have died ; 
But he was far away ; — and with thy doom 
Thus gathering, life grew so intensely dear,. 
That an thy slight frame shook with its cold mortel fear ! 

XLVI. 

No aid! — thou too didst pass !-^and all had passed, 
The fearful — and the desperate — and the strong ! 
Some Kke the bark that rushes with the blast. 
Some like tiie leaf^swept shiveriat^ly along, 
And some as men, that have but one more field 
To fight, and then may slumber on their shield, 
^ Therefore they arm in hope. But now the throng 
RolPd on, and bore me with their living tide, 
Ev'n as a bark wherein is left no power to guide. 

XLVIL 

Wave swept on wave. We reach'd a stately square, 
Deck'd for the rites. An altar stood on high,.. 
And gorgeous, in the midst. A place for prayer. 
And praise, and offering. • Could the eartn supply 
No fruits, no dowers for sacrifire, of all 
Which on her sunny lap unheeded fall f 
No fair young firstling of the flock to die. 
As when before their God the Patriarchs stood ? 
— Look down ! man brings Uiee, Heaven ! his brother's guilt- 
less blood ! 

XLVIII. 

Hear its voice, bear! — ^a cry goes up to thee, 
From the stainM sod ;— maike thou thy judgment knowa 
On him, the shedder ! — ^let his portion be 
The fear that walks at midnight — give the moan 
In the wind haunting him a power to say 
•* Where is thy brother ?* — and the stars a ray 
To search and shake his spirit, when alone 
With the dread splendour of their burning eyes ! 
— So feball earth own thy will — ^mercy, not sacrifice ? 



THE FOREST SANCTUARY. 1 93 

XUXL 

Sounds of triiunphaot praise l— the mass was 8nD|['-^ 
— ^Voices that die not might have7x>urM snch strams ! 
Through Salem*8 tovrors might that proud chant haVe rung, 
IVhen the Most High, on Syria's pahny plains, 
Had quellM her foes ! — so rail it swept, a sea 
Of loud waves jubilant, and rolling free ! 
Oft when the wind, as through resounding fanes, 
Gbth fill'd the choral forests with its power, 
Some deep tone brings me back the music of that hour. 



It died away ; — ^Uie incense-cloud was driven 
Before die breeze-^e words of doom were said ; 
And the sun &dedmoumAiUy, from heaven, 
— He fiided mournfully ! and dimly red, 
Farting in clouds from those that lookM their last, 
And^ghM—" Farewell, thou sun!"— Eve glow'd and 

pass'd-^ 
Night-— midnight and the moon — came forth and shed 
' Sleef^ even as dew, on glen, wood, peopled spot — 
Save one — a place of deam — and there men slumbered not. 

Li. 

*Twas not within the city (7)— but insight 
Of the Bnow-crown*d sierras, freely sweeping, 
With many an eagle's eyrie on the height. 
And hunter's cabin, by the torrent peeping 
Far off: and vales between, and vineyards lay, . 
Wijdi sound and gleam of waters on their way^ 
And chesnut-woods, that girt the happy sleeping. 
In many a peasant^home ! — The mionignt sky 
Brought softly that richworld round those who came to die. 

LIL 

The darkly-glorious midnight sky of Spain, 
Burning with stars ! — What had the torches'* glare 
To do beneath that Temple, and profane 
Its holy radiance ? — By their wavering flare, 
I saw besidetfae pynes— T see thee noto, 
O brieht Thmesa ! with thy lifted brow, 
And ttiy clasped hands, and dark eyes fill'd with prayer .* 
And thee, sad Inez ! bowing thy fair head, 
And mantling up thy face, all colourless with dread ! 

17 



194 THE FOREST SANCTUARV. 

And Alvar, Alvar I7-I beheld thee too, 
Pale, steadfast, kindly ; till thy clear glance tell 
On that young sister; then perturbed it grew. 
And all thy iaboaring bosom seeraM to swell 
With painful tenderness. Why came I there. 
That troubled image of my friend to bear 
Thence, for my after-years ? —a thing to dwell 
In my heart's core, and on the darkness rise, 
Disquieting my dreams with its bright mournful eyes ? 

LIV. - 

Why came I ? ob I the heart's deep mystery !— Wiiy 
In man's last hour doth vain affection's gaze 
Fix itself down on struggling agony. 
To the dimni'd eye-balls freezing, as they glaze 7 
It might be — yet the power to will, seem'd o'er-r 
That my soul yearn'd to hear his voice once more I 
But mine was fetter'd I— -mute in strong amaze, 
I watch'd hJs features as the night-wind blew, 
And torch-light or the moon's pass'd o*er their roa|rble hue. 

LV. 

The trampling of a steed !.— a tall white steed. 
Rending his fiery way the crowds among"— 
-A storm's way through a forest— -came at speed, 
And a wild voice cried ** Inez !" Swift she flung 
The mantle. from hjpr face, and g^zM around. 
With a faint ^riek at that familiar sound. 
And from his seat a breathless rider spi-ung, 
And dash'd off fiercely those who caine to part. 
And rush'd to that pale girl, and clasp'd her to fa^s heart. 

LVI. 

And for a moment all aroond gave way 
To that full burst of passion l-^-on Jiis breast. 
Like a bird panting yet from fear she lay, 
But blest — in misery's very lap -yet blest ! — 
Oh love, love, strong as death ! — frcmi such' an hour 
Pressing out joy by thine immortal power. 
Holy and fervent love I had earth but rest 
For thee and thine, this world were all too fair ! 
How could we thence be wean'd to die without despair .'* 
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Lvll. 

Bat 8he-r<s falls a willovr from die stomi, 
0*er lU own riFer streaming— thus reclin*d 
Oo the yoath's bosom hung her fragile form, 
And clasping arms, so passionately twin*d 
Around bis neck— with such a trusting fold, 
A full deep sense of safety in their hold, 
As if nauffht earthly might th* embrace unbind ! 
Alas! a child's fond faith, believihg still 
Its modier't breast beyond the lightning's reach to kill ! 

Lvm. 

Brief rest! upon the turning billow's heieht, 
A strange swieet moment of some heavenfy strain, 
Floatii^ between the savage gusts of night, 
That sweep the seas to foam ! Soon dark again 
The hour^-the scene— th' intensely present, rush'd 
Back on her spirit, and her large tears gush'd 
Like blood-drops from a victim ; with swift rain 
Bathing the bosom where she lean'd that hour, 
As if her lile would melt into th' o'ertwelliog dlower. 

But be, wbdse arm sustain'd her !^«h ! I knew 
'Twas vain, and yet he hop'd .' — ^he fondly strove 
Bacfc from her ^th her sinking soul to woo, 

^ As life might yet be hers !— A dream of love 
Which could not \ook upon so fair a thfaig, 
Remembering how like hope, like joy, like spring, 
Her smile was wont to glance, her step to move, 
And deem that men indeed, in very truth. 

Could mean the sting of death for her soft flowering youth f 

LX 

He woo'd her back to life.*— ** Sweet Inez^ live ! 
My blessed Inez ! — visions have b^uil'd 
Thy heart— abjure them !— thou wert form'd to give. 
And to find, joy ; and hath not sunshine sraiPd 
Around thee ever ? Leave roe not, mine own ! 
Or earth will grow too dark ! — for thee alone. 
Thee have I lov'd, thou gentlest ! from a child. 
And \aome thy image with me o'er the sea. 
Thy soft voice in my soul .'—Speak !— Oh • yet live for me !" 
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She look'd up wildly ; there won anxioui cjres 
Waiting that look — sad eyes of troubled tbougbt, 
Alvar*9 — Theresa's ! — ^Did her childhood rise^ 
With all its pure 'aud home-affections fraught, 
In the brief glance ? — She clasp*d her han(te---the strife 
Of love, faith, fear, and that vam dream id life, 
Within her woman's breast so deeply wrought. 
It seem'd as if a reed so slight and weak 
JtfusI, in the rending storm not qiyvier cxUy— >fa|reak ! 

And thus it was— the young cheek flash'^ and ftded. 
As the swift blood in currents came and went. 
And hues of death Oie marble brow o'ersbaded^ 
Ajid the sunk eye a wateiy lustre sent 
Through its white fluttering lids. Then trembliogt pi»*d 
O'er the frail form, that shook it, as the blast 
Shakes the sere leaf, until the spirit rent 
Its way to peace — the f^rful way unknown*- 
Pale in love's arms she lay-~«Ae /—wh^t badknr'd VIS fotte I 

lO^HI. 

Joy for thee, trembler ! — ^tbou ledeem'd one, jogr ! 
Toung dove set free ! earth, ashes, soulless c^* 
Remain'd for baffled vengeance to destroy ; 
— Thy chain was riVen ^-nor hadst thou cast away 
Thy hope in thy last hour !^— though love was there 
Striviug to wring thy troubled soul from prayer. 
And life seem'd robed in beautiful array. 
Too fair to leave ! — ^but this might be foirgiven. 
Thou wert so richly crown'd with pi^ious gills of Heaven ! 

txnr. 

But wo for bin) who felt the heart grow still. 
Which, with its weight of agcmv, had lain 
Breaking on his ! — Scarce could the uprtal chill 
Of the husb'd bosom, ne'er to heave again. 
And all the silence curdling round the eye. 
Bring home the stem belief that she could die. 
That she indefd could die ! — for wild and vain 
As hope might be — his soul had hoped — ^'twas o'er— 
— Slowly his failing arms droppM from the form they bore. 
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XLV. 

Tbey forc*d him ifrom th^t •pot.^^It mii^ht be well. 
That tht fierce, reckless words by anguish wrung 
From his torn breast,, all aimless as they fell, 
Like spray-diiops from the strife of torrents flaog. 
Were mark*d as guilt— There are, who note these things 
Against the smitten heart ; its breaking strings 
•— ^ whose low thrills once gentle music hung-* 
With a rude hand of touch unholy trying. 
And numbering them as crimes, the deep, strange tones re- 
plying. 

tXVI. 

But ye in solemn joy, foilhful pair! 
Stood gazing oo your parted sister's dust ; 
I saw your features by the torch's glare, 
And tbey were brightening with a heavenward trust ! 
I saw the doubt, the anguidi, the dismay, 
Melt from my Alvar's glorious mien away, 
And peace was there— the calmness of the just ! 
And, bending down the slnmberer's brow to kiss, 
*' Thy rest is won," he said \ — ** sweet sister .' praise fortius .'" 

LXVU. 

I started as from sleep ;— yes ! he had spoken-— 
A breeze had troubled memory's hidden source • 
At cmce the torpor of my soul was brdcen— 
Thought, feeling, passion, wdu in tenfold fiMrce. 
—There are tuoft breathings in the southern wind, 
That so your ice-chains, O ye streams*! unbind, 
And free the foaming swiftness of your course ! 
—I burst from those that held me back, and fell 
E'en on his neck, and cried — ** Friend, brother ! fare thee 
well !•» 

Lxvm. 

Did he not say ** Farewell ?*' — ^Alas I no breath 
Came to mine ear. Hoarse murmurs from the throng 
Told that the mysteries in the face of death 
Had from their eager sight been veil*d too long. 
And we were parted as the surge might part 
Those that would die U^ether, true of heart. 
—His hour was come — tmi in mine anguish strong. 
Like a fierce swimmei' through the midnight sea, 
Blindly I rush*d away from that which was to be. 

17* 
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LXIX. 

Away-^away I rash'd !— bat swift and high 
The arrowy pillars of the firelight grew, 
Till the transparent darkness of the sky 
FlushM to a blood-red mantle in their hoe ; 
And, phantom-like, the kindlinc city seem'd 
To spread, float, wave, as on Che wmd they streamMt 
With their wild splendour chasing me ! — I knew 
The death-work was began— I veiPd mine ejres, 
Yet stdpp'd in 8pdl*bo«ttidfear to catch the Yictims* ciies. 

What heard I then ?— « ringing shriek ti pAia, 
Such as for ever haunts the tortar*d ear ? 
I heard a sweet and solema-breathii^ strain 
Piercing the flames, antremaloos andclear ! 
— The rich, triam{^ tones ! — I know &em well, 
As they came floating with a breezy swell ! 
Man's vMce was there — a clarion voice to dieer 
In the mid-battle — ay, to tarn the flying — 
Woman^s— that might have song of Heaven beside tbe dyii^ i 



It was a fearfal, yet a gtorioos thing. 
To hear that hymn of roartyrdoQi» and know 
That its glad stream of melody could spring 
Up from th* onsoonded galfs of human wo ! 
Alvar ! Theresa ! — what is deep ? what rtrong? 
Gkxl's breath within the soul !— It fiird that soog 
From your victorious voices ! — ^but the glow 
On the hot air and lurid skies incieasM — 
—Faint grew the sounds— more £iint— I listened— they had 
ceasM ! ^ 

Lxxn. 

And thou indeed had^tt perished, my soul's friend ! 
I m^ht form other ties— but tiioo alone 
Coumst with a glance the veil of dimness rand. 
By other years o*er boyhood's metoory thrown ? 
Others might aid me onward : — Thou and I 
Had mingled the fresh flionghts that early die, 
Once flowering— never moie I — And thou wert gone .* 
Who could give back my youth, my spirit free. 
Or be in aught again what thou hadst been to me ? 
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Andket 1 wvpt thee noe, tboa true tod braire ! 
i cMld not wee{> !^thei« g«lherM round thy ii«m« 
Too deej) a passkm ! — tk^ denied a rrave I 
TTtou, with the btirht flung on thy soldier's flune I 
Had I AOt Imown thy heart fton childhood's time ? 
Thy heart of hearts ?— and coiildsi thou die for criflM ? 
— acl had all earth decreed that death of shame, 
I would have set, a^inst ail earth's decree, 
Ift'imiHiMitbte ttuit of oagr fiim so«t in the« ! 

KXXIV. 

UHmt $in 8«Hft boors in life— stron|f, rushing hours. 
Hut do the work of tempests in their mi$;hl ! 
They shake down diing^s that stood as rocks and towerti 
Unto th' undoubtmgmmd ;— they pour in tight 
Whsie it but startles— like a bunt of day 
For which th' uprooting of an oak makes way v— 
They sweep the colouring mists horn oflf our sight, 
Thfly touch with fire, thought's graven page, the roD 
Stamp'd with past years— and lo Tit shrivels as a scroll ! 

Lxxy. 

And this was of wch hours !— (he siidden flow 
Of ray soul's tide seera'd whelming me ; the glare 
Of the red fiames» yet rocking to and fro, 
Scorch'd up ray heart with breathless thirst for air, 
Andsolituoe, and freedom. It had been 
Well with me then, in some vast desert scene. 
To pour my voice out, for the win<b to bear 
On with them, wtldly questioning the sky, 
fiercely th* untroublea stars, of man's dim destiny. 

LXXVl 

i would httvi6 call'd, scouting the dark cloud; 
To the most ancient Heavens I would have said • 
— «* Speak to me ! show me truth !" (8>— through night at6od 
I would have cried to him, the newly dead, 
** Come back ! and show me troth !"— My spirit seem'd 
Gasping for aome free burst, its darkness te6m*d 
Witn such pent storms of thought ! — again I Add — 
I Ikdi a refuge from man's face to gain, 
Scarce oonsciottB when I paus'd, entering a lonely fone. 
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Lxxvn. 

A mighty minster, dim, and proud, and vast ! 
Silence wa« roand the sleepers, whom it* floor 
Shut in the grave ; a shadow of the pa&t, 
A memoi7 of the sainted steps that wore 
Erewhile its goigeous pavement, seem*d to brood 
Like mist upon me stately solitude, 
A halo of sad fame to mantle o*er 
Its white sepulchral forms of mail-clad men. 
And all was hoshM as night in some deep Alpine glea. 

LXXVIIL 

More hush'd, far more !>— for there the wind sweeps by. 
Or the woods tremble to the streams* loud play ! 
Here a strange echo made my very sigh 
Seem for the place too much a sound of day ! 
Too much my footstep broke the moonlight, fading, 
Yet arch through arch in one soft flow pervading; 
And I stood still : — prayer, chant, had died away, 
Yet past roe floated a fiinend breath 
Of incense.— I stood still— as before God and death ! 

'.LXXIX. 

For thick ye girt me round, ye long-departed ! (9) 
Dust — ^imaged form — with cross, and sbield, and crest ; 
It seemed as if your ashes would have Started, 
Had a wild voice burst forth above your rest ! 
Yet ne^er, perchance, did worshipper of yore 
Bear to your thrilling presence wn&t /bore 
Of wram— doubt-— angui8h—-battiiiig in the breast ! 
I could have poorM out words, on that pale air, 
To make your proud tombs ring :—- no, no 1 1 could not there! 

LXXX. 

Not 'midst those aisles, through which a thousand yean 
Mutely as clouds and reverently had swept; 
Not by those shrines, which yet the trace of tears 
And kneeling votaries on their marble kept ! 

Ye were " -^*-*" ' ' *■' 

And 

And _ _, , _ ..,^„ 

Whose weight had grown a mountain's on my heart, 
Which could not tfure be loos'd.— I tum'd me to depart. 
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1 tnmM—wbat glinniei^d fiuntljr on ny nght, 
FaiDtly, yet bri^kteniiig, as a wreaidi <x sooir 
Seen tfavoBcii dnMlvio^ bace !-~-11ie mono, the night, 
fiad wanad, and dawn poured in ;-*«ray, tfaadowy, sKMr, 
Tet day-spring still !— a aolenm hoe It caoght, 
Pieicing me aCoried windows, darkly fran^t 
With stoles and draperies of imperud glow ; 
And aoft, and sad, i&at cokwring gleam was tbfown, 
IVfaata, pale, a pktur'd ftrm above tlie altar shone. 



Thy ibnn, thou Son of God !— A wtathfal deep. 
With foam, and clood, and tempest ronnd thee spread, 
And sach a weight of hight ?— a night, when sleep 
From the fierce rockiiig^of the biUoWifled. 
A barii: sfaow'd dim beyond thee, with its mast 
Bow<d, and its rent sail shiveriilg to die Mast; 
Bat, like a spirit in thgr gliding tread, 
Thoa, as o*er glass, didst walk that stomy sea 
Throi^ffa roduog winds, whiiih kft a silent path for d^ 

hxaxsxL 



So still <hy white lobes lell !--no breath of air 
Within their long and dumberons folds had sway ! 
So still the waves of parted, shadowy hau 
From thy clear bioW flowed droc^ingly awat ! 
Dark were the heavens above thro, Savioiir : — dflrk 
The fipulfs, Deliverer ! round die straining bark I 
Bat then !--o'er all thine aspect and 4riav 
Was poar'd one stream of pale, broad, eilvery light-^ 
Thou wert the single star of that all-shroadiog n%ht! 

hXKXSV. 

Aid for one sinking !— Thy lone brightoess g^eaai*d 
On his wild face, just lifted o*er the wave. 
With its worn, feaHal, human look that seemed 
To cry through surge and blast—" I perish — save !" 
Mot to the winds — not vainly ! — ^thou wert nigh, 
Thy hand was stretch'd to fainting agony. 
Even in the portals of th* unquiet grave ! 
O thou that art the life ! and yet didst bear 
Too much of mortal wo to turn from mortal prayer ! 
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LXX3tV. 

But was it not a thing to rise bn death, 
"With its romienaber'd light, that faee of thine. 
Redeemer ! dimmM by this world's roistjr breath, 
Yet moumfhllj, mystepously divine? 
— Oh ! that calm, sorrowful, prophetic eye. 
With it dark depths of grief, love, majesty ! 
And the pale giOry of the brow !<<— a mrine 
Where power sat veilM, yet shedding softly round 
What told that thou oouldstibe but for a timenincrownM ! 

LXXXVi. 

And more than all, tiie Heaven of that sad smile i 

The lip of mercy, our immortal trust ! 

Did not that look, that very look, erewhile, 

Pour its o'ershaclow'd beauty on the dust? 

Wert thou not such when earth's dark cloud hung o'er thee ! 
' Surely thou wert ! — ^my heart grew hush'd before thee, 

Sinking with all its passions, as the gust 

Sank at thy voice, along its billowy way : 
•^What had I there to do, but kneel, and weep, and pray ? 

txxxvu. 

Amidst the stilhiess rose my spirit's C17, 
Amidst the dead — ** But that full cup of wo, 
Press'd from the fruitage of mortality. 
Saviour ! — ^for thee — give light ! that I may know 
If by thy will, in thine all*healing name, 
Men cast down human he^ts to blighting shame. 
And early death — and say, if this he so. 
Where then is mercy ? — ^whither shall we flee, 
So unallied to hope, save by our hold on thee ? 

Lxxxvm. 

^ But didst thou hot, the deep sea brightly treading, 
Lift from despair that straggler with Uie wave? 
And wert thou not, sad tears, yet awfiil, shedding, 
Beheld, a weeper at a mortal's grave ? 
And is this weight of anguish, which they bind 
On life, this searing to the quick of mind. 
That but to God its own free path would crave. 
This chishing out of hope, and love, and vouth. 
Thy will indeed ?~Give light ! that I may know the truth ! 
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LXXXDL 

*' For roy sick sool is darkenM unto death, 
With shadows from the sufferiDg it hath seen ; 
The Strong foundatioas of mioe ancient faith 
Sink from beneath me-*-w hereon shall I lean? 
•—Oh ! if from thy pure lips was wrung the sigh 
Of the dust's anguish ! if like man to die, 
— And earth round him shuts heavily — hath been 
Even to thee bitter, aid me .'--guide me .'—turn 
My wiid and wandering thoughts back from their starless 
bourne !** 

XC. 

» 

And caImM I rose :•— but how (he while had risen 
Morn's orient sun, dissolving mist and ithade ! 
-— CouJd there indeed be wrong, or chain, or prisoo. 
In the bright world such radiance might pervade ? 
It fill'd the fane, it mantled the pale form 
Which rose before me through the pictured storm, 
Even the gray tombs it kindled and array 'd 
With life !— how hard to see thy race begun, 
And think man wakes to grie^ wakening to thee, O sun • 

XCI. 

I sought my home again: — and thou, my child. 
There at thy play beneath yon ancient pine. 
With eyes, whose lightning laughter (10) hath beguil'd 
A thousand pangs, thence flashing joy to mine; 
Thou in thy mother's arms, a babe, didst meet 
My coming with young smiles, which vet, though sweet, 
SeemM on ray soul all mournfully to shine, 
And ask a happier heritage for Uiee, 
Than but in turn the blight of human hope to see. 

xcn. 

Now sport, for thou art free— the bria^ht birds chasing, 
Whose wings waft star-like gleams from tree to tree ; 
Or with the fawn, thy swift wood'playmftte racing, 
Sport on, ray joyous child ! for Uiou art free ! 
Yes, on that day I took thee to my heart, 
And inly vow'd, for thee a better part 
To choose ; that so thy sunny bursts of gT^e 
Should wake no more dim thoughts of far'Seen wo, 
But, gladdening feariess eyes, flow on-— as now they flow. 
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xcin. 

Thou hast a rich world round thee .-—Mighty shades 
Weaving their goigeoas tracery o*er thy head, , 
With the light pieking through their high arcades 
As through a piliar'd cloister's :(11) but the dead 
Sleep not beneath ; nor doth the sunbeam pass 
To marble shrines through rainbow-tinted glass; 
Yet thoui by fount and forest-murmur led 
To worship, thou art blest ! — ^to thee is shown 
Earth in her holy pomp, deck'd for her God alooe. 



TH£ FOREST SANCTUARY. 

PART 8EC0in>. 



Wie diete treae liebe Seeie 

Von ibrem Glaubea vtpU, 

Dergaozallein 
Ihr telir ntcbeiKl tot, lick hrtUar <|iMhlt« 
Bus tib den liebtten Maan venoven halten soil ! 

Fautt. 

I nerer tmUe more— but «U my days 

Walk witb sUU footsteps and witb hamble eyes, 

AneTerlastiDe bjrmn within my soul. 

WUt9n. 



I. 

Brwo me the soundinff of the torrtot>water 
With jtt a nearer swmI — fresh breeze, awake ! (12) 
And river, daricening ne^r with hoes of slaughter 
Thy wave's pore silvery ^i«en« — and shioinglake, 
Spread far beftwe my cabin, with thy zone 
Ck ancient woods, ye cbainless things and lone ! 
Send voices through the forest aisles, and make 
Glad music rouna me, that my soul may dare. 
Cheered by such tones, to look back on a dungeon's air ! 

Oh, Indian hunter of the desert's race ! 
That with the spear at times, or bended bow. 
Dost cross my footsteps in the' fiery chase 
Of the swift elk or blue hiU*s flyiog roe ; 
Thou that beside the red night fire thou heapest. 
Beneath the cedars and the star-light ^leepest. 
Thou know'st not, wanderer — never may'st thou faiow !-— 
Of the dark holds wherewith man cumbers earth. 
To shut from human eyes the clancing season^s mir&. i 

18 i 
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m. 

There, fetter'd downfrom day, to think the while 
How bright in Heaven the festal '8ud is glowing. 
Making earth's loneliest places, with his smile, 
flush like the rose ; and now the streams are flowing 
With sudden sparkles through the shadowy gr^ss, 
And water-flowers, all trembling; as they pass ; 
And how the rich dark summer-trees are bowing 
With their fiill (oliase ; — this to know, and pine 
Bound unto midnigfat'sbeart, seems a stem lot-^'twas mine. 

IV. 

Wherefore was this ? — Because my soul had drawn 
Light from the book whose words are graved in light ! 
' There, at its well-bead, had I found the dawn, 
And day, and noon of freedom : — but too bright 
It shines on that which man to man hath given, 
And calPd the truth— the very truth, from Heaven! 
And therefore seeks he, in his brother's si^ht. 
To cast the mote ; and therefore drives to bind 
With his strong chains to earthy what is not earth*s — the 
mind! 



It is a weary and a bitter task 
Back from the lip the burning word to keep, 
And to shut out Heaven's air with falsehood's mask. 
And in the dark urn o( the soul to heap 
Indignant feelings—making even of thought 
A buried treasure, which may but be sought 
When shadows are abroad-— and night—and sleep. 
I might not brook it long-* and thus was thrown 
Into that grave-like cell, to wither there alone, 

VI. 

And I a child of danger, whose delights 
Were on dark hills and many- sounding seas-** 
I, that amidst the Cordillera heights 
Had given Castiltan banners to uie breeze, 
And ue fiill circle of the rainbow seen 
There, on the snows ;(!$) and in my country been 
A mountain Wanderer, from the Pjrrenees 
To the Morena crags— how left I not 
Life, or the soul's life quench'd, on that sepulchral spot ? 
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vn. 

Because T%ou didst not leave me, oh, my God .' 
Tboa wert with those that bore the truth of old . 
Into the deserts from the oppressor's rod, 
And made the cai^ems of me rock their fold, 
And in the hidden chambers of the dead, 
Our gliding lamp with fire immortal fed, 
A nd met when stani n\et, by their beams to hold 
The free heart's communing with Thee, — and 'thon 
Wert in the midst, felt, own'd — the strengthener then as now ! 

VIU. 

Yet ODce 1 sank. Alas ! man's wavering mind ! 
Wherefiire add whence the gusts that o'er it blow ? 

. How they bear with them, floating uncombin'd, 
The shaaowA of the past, that come and^go. 
As o'er the deep the old long^buried things. 
Which a storm's working to the surface brings ! 
Is the reed shaken, and must toe be so. 
With eveiy wind '• — So, Father ■ must we be. 

Till we can fix undinm'd onr steadfast eyes on Thee. 

IX. 

Once my soul died within me. What had thrown 
That sickness o'er it ? — ^Even a passing thought 
Of a <?lear spring, whose side, with flowers o'ergrown, 
Fondly and oft my ix^ish steps had sought ! 
Perchance the damp roof's water-drops, that fell 
Jast then, low tinkling through my vaulted cell, 
Intensely heard amidst the stillness, caught 
Some tone from memory, of the music, swelling 
Ever with that fresh rill, from its deep rocky dwelling. 



But so my spirit's fever'd longings wrought. 
Wakening, it might be, to the faint sad sound, 
That from die darkness of the walls they brought 
A lov'd scene round me, visibly around. (14^ 
Yes ! kindling, spreading, brightening, hue by hue. 
Like stars from midnight, through the gloom it grew. 
That haunt of youth, hope, manhood ! — till tlte bound 
Of my shut cavern seem'd dissolv'd, and I 
Girt by the solemn hills and burning pomp of sky. 
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XI. 

I lookM—Bud lo ! the clear looad river floiriog, 
Fist the old Moorish rain oo the steep* 
The looe toweit dark acBiost • heaveo all g^lowui^t 
Like seas of glass and fire ! — ^I saw the sweep 
Of elorioQS woods far down the moontam side. 
Ana their still shadows in the' gleamli^ tide. 
And the red evening on its wares asleep ; 
And 'midst the scei^—oh ! more than all— thfre sitaiPd 
My child's fair &oe, and hers, the mother of my child ! 

XU. 

With their soft eyes of love and gladness rais'd 
tJp to the lushing shy, as when ijre stood 
Last by that river, and in silence gaz^d 
On the rich world of sonset ;-4nit a flood 
Of sudden tenderness my soul oppres^d, 
And I radk*d forward with a veaming breast, 
To clasp— «la8 ! a vision I Wave and wood. 
And gentle frees, lifted in the light 
Of day's last hectic bhish, all melted from my sight 

xm. 

Then darinMSS ! oh ! th* unutterable gloom 
That seem*d at narrowing round me, making less. 
And less my dungeon, when, with all its bloom, 
That bright dream vanished from niy lonelhiess ! 
It floated ofl; the beautiful !— vet left 
Such deep thirst in my soul, tnat thus bereft, 
I lay down, sick with passion's vain excess, 
And pray*d to die. — How oft would sorrow weep 
Her weariness to death, if be might come like sleep .' 

XIV. 

But I was rou8*d — and how ? — It is no tale 
Even 'midst thy shades, thou wilderness, to (ell .' 
I would not have my boy's 3'oung cheek made pale 
Nor haunt his sunoy rest with what befell 
In that drear prison*house. — His eye must grow 
More dark with thou|;;ht, more earnest his rair brow, 
More high his heart in youthful strength must swell ; 
So shall It fitly burn when all is told :— 
Let childhood's radiant mist the free child ^'Ot enfold ! 
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XV. 

It is enough that tbroagh such heavy hourf , 
As wring os by oor fellowship of clay, 
I livM, and undegraded. We have powers 
To snatch th* oppressor's bitter joy away ! 
Shall the wild Indian, for his savage fame. 
Laugh and expire, and shall not Truth^s high name 
Bear up her martyrs with all-conquerii^ sway ? 
It is enough . that Torture may be Tain~- 
1 bad seen Alvar die— -the strife was wou from Fain. 

XVL 

And faint not, heart of man ! though y«ars wane slow ! 
There have been those that from (be ^pest caves, 
And cells of night, and fastoesses, below 
The stormy dashing of the orean-waves, 
Down, Aulher down than gold lies hid, have niirs'd 
A quenchless hope, and watched their time, and bant 
On the bright day,^ like wakeners from the graves I 
1 was of such at last I-^uncbain^d I trod 
This green earth, taking back my freedom from my God ! 

xyii. 

That was an hour to send its fadeless trace 
Down life's far sweeping tide !-— A dim, wild night. 
Like sorrow, hung upon the soft moon's face. 
Yet how my heart leap*d in her blessed light ! 
The shepherd's light— the sailor's on the sea — 
The hunter's homeward from the mountains free. 
Where its lone smile makes tremulously bright 
The thousand streams !— I could but gaze through tears*-^ 
Oh ! what a sight is Heaven, dius first beheld for yearl ! 

XVIIL 

•t ■ 

The rolling clouds ! — ^they haye the whole' (lihie space 
Above to sail in— all the dome of sky ! 
My soul ^t with them in their breesy race 
O'er star and gloom !— but I had yet to fly, 
As flies the bunted wolf. A secret spot. 
And strange, I knew*— the sunbeam knew it not ;— 
Wildest of all the savage gkns that lie 
In far sierras, biding their deep springs, 
And travers'd but by storms, or sounding eagles' wings. 

18* 
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XIX. 

Ay, and 1 met tiie storm iberei — ^I had gained 
The covert's heart with gwift and stealthy tread : 
A moan went past me, and the dark trees rain'd 
Their autumn foliage rustling on my head ; 
A moan — ^a boHow gust — and there T stood 
Girt with majestic night, and ancient wood, 
And foaming water. — Thither might have flied 
The mountain Christian with his faith of yore. 
When Afric'B tambour sliook the ringing western ^ore i 

XX. 

But tbroagb the black ravine the storm came swelling — 
Mighty thou art amidst the hills, thou blast I 
In Oiy lone course the kingly cedars felling, 
Like plumes upon the path of battle cast ! 
A rent oak thundered down beside my -cave — 
Booming it rusb'd, as booms a deep sea-wave ; 
A falcon soar'd ; a startled wild-deer passed ; 
A far-off bell toird faintly through Ihe roar — 
How my glad spirit swept forth with the winds once more I 

XXI. 

And with the arrowy lightnings ! — ^for they flash'd, 
Smiting the branches in their fitful play. 
And brightly shivering where the torrents dash'd 
Up, even to crag and eagle's nest, their spray ! 
And there to stand amidst the pealing strife, 
The strong pines groaning with tempestuous life, 
And all the mountain-voices on their way,— 
Was it not joy ? — Uwas joy in rushing might. 
After those years that wove but one long dead of night ? 

xyiL 

There canoe a softer hour, a lo%'elier moon. 
And lit me to my home of youth agatfi, 
Through the dim cbesnut shade, wheVe oft at noon, 
By the fount's flashing burst, my head had lain. 
In gentle sleep : but now I pass'd as one 
That may not pause where wood-streams^ whispering ran, 
Or light sprays tremble to a bird's wild strain, 
Because tn' avenger's voice is in the wind. 
The foe't quick rustling step close on the leaves behind. 
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XXllI. 

My borne of youth ! — oh I if indeed to part 
With the soul's loved ooes Be a mournful thing, 
When we go forth in buoyancy of heart, 
And bearing all the glories of our spring 
For liTe to breathe on, — is it less to meet, 
When these are faded ?—»Who shall call it sweet? 
— Even though love's mingling tears may haply bring 
Balm as they fall, too well their' heavy showers 
Teach us how much is lost of all that once was ours ! 

XXIV. 

Not by the sunshine, with its golden glow. 
Nor the green earth, nor yet the laughing sky. 
Nor the faint flower-scent8,(15) as they come and go 
In the soft air, like music wandering by ; 
— Oh ! not by these, th' unfailing, are we taught 
Hqw time and sorrow on our frames have wrought. 
But by the sadden'd eye, the darkened brow, . 
Of kindred aspectsi and the long dim gaze. 
Which tells us toe are changed, — ^how changed from other 



XXV. 

Before my father — in my place of birth, 
I stood an alien. On the very floor 
Which oft had trembled to my boyish mirth, 

' The love diat rear'd me, knew my &ce no more ! 
There hung the antique armour, helm and crest. 
Whose every strain woke childhood in my breast, 
There droop'd the banner, with the marks it bore 
Of Paynim spears; and I, the worn in frame 

And heart, what there was I ? — another and the same ! 

XXVI. 

Then bounded in a boy, with clear dark eye-^ 
— How should he know his father ? — when we parted, 
From tlie sc^t cloud which' mantles infancy. 
His soul, just wakening into wonder, darted 
Its first looks round. Him follow'd one, the bride 
Of fxsf young days, the wife how loved and tried ! 
Her glance met mine — I could not speak — she started 
With a bewilder'd gaze ; — uptil there came 
Tears to my burning eyes, and froiD my lips h^r name. 
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XXVII. 

She knew me then ! — I miirmur'd " Leonor /" 
And her benrtanswerM !-^uh ! the voice is known 
First from all else, and swiftest to restore 
Love's buried images with one low tone, « 

That strikes like lij^htning, when the cheek is faded, 
And the brow heavily with thought o'ershaded, 
And all the brightness from the aspect gone ! 
-—Upon iny breast she sunk, when doubt was fled. 
Weeping as those may weep, that meet in wo and dread. 

XXVIII. 

For there we might not rest. Alas! to leave 
Those native towers, and know that they mvst fall 
By slow decay, and none remain to j^rieve 
Wh^n the weeds duster'd on the lonely wall ! 
We were the last — my boy and 1*— the last 
Of a long line which brishtly thence had pawM ! 
My father blessed me as I left his hall— 
— With his deep tgnes and sweet, though full of years. 
He bless'd me there, and batb*d my child's young head with 
tears. 

XXIX. 

I had brought sorrow on his gray.hairs dowji, 
And cast the darkness of my branded name 

S or to As deemM it) on the clear renown, 
y own ancestral heritage of &me. 
And yet he bless'd me .'—-Father ! if the dust 
Lie on those lips benign, my spirit's trust 
Is to behold thee yet, where grief and shame 
Dim the bright day no more ; and thou wilt know 
That not through guilt thy son thus bow'd thine age with 
wo! 

XXX. 

And thou, my^Leonor ! that unrepining, 
If lad in loui, didst quit all else for me. 
When start — the stars that earliest rise — are shining. 
How their toft glance unseals each thought of thee; 
For on oar flight they smil'd ; — their dewy rays. 
Through the last olives, lit thy tearful gaze 
Back to the home we never more might see ; 
So pass'd we on, like earth's first exiles, turning 
Fond looks where hung the sword above their Ecteo boroittg. 
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XXXI. 

It was a wo to say — ^ Farewell, ray Spain .' 
The sunny and tbe vintage land, faiSewell !*' 
— I could have died upon the battle plain 
For thee, my country ! but I m^ht not dwell 
In thy sweet vales, at peace. — The voice of song 
Breathes, with the myrtle scent, thy hills along ; 
The citron's glow is caught from shade and dell ; 
But what are these i* — upon thy flowery sod 
I might net kneel, and pour my free thoughts out to God ! 

XXXII. 

O'er the blue deep I fled, the chainless deep .' 
— ^tranfi;e heart of man! that ev'n 'midst wo swells high. 
When mrough the foam he sees his proud bark sweep, 
Flineing but joyous gleams to wave and dc^ ! 
Yes Tit swells high, whatever he leaves belund; 
His spirit rises with the rising wind ; 
For, wedded to the far futurity, 
Oo) on, it bears him ever, and the main 
Seems rushing, like his hope, some happier shore to gain. 

XXXUt 

Not thus u woman. Closely Aer still heart 
Doth twine itself with ev'n each lifeless thing, 
Which, long remembered, seemM to bear its part 
In her calm joys. For ever would she cling, 
A brooding dove, to that sole spot of earth 
Whdre she hath loved, and given her children birth, 
And heard their first sweet voices. There may Spring 
Array no path, renew no flower, no leaf. 
But hath its breatli of home, its claim^ to farewell grief. 

XXXIV. 

I loo.k*d on Leonor, and if there seem'd 
A cluud of more than pensiveness to rise, 
In the faint ajtiles that o'er her features gleam'd, 
And the soft AVkness of her serious eyes, 
Misty with tender gloom ; I call'dit naught 
But the fond exile's pang, a lingering thought 
Of her own vale, with all its melodies 
And living light of streams. Her soul would rest 
Beneath your shades, I said, bowers of the gorgeous west ! 
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XXXV. 

Oh ! could we live in visioos ! conld we hold 
DelosioD faster, longer, to our breast, 
When it shuts from us, with its mantle's fbid, 
That which we see not, and are therefore blest ! 
fiut they, oar lovM and loving, they to whom 
We have spread out our souls in joy and gloom, 
Their looks and accents, unto ours addressM, 
Have been a language 6f familiar tone 
Too long to breathe, at last, dark sayings and unknown. 

XXXVI. 

I told my heart *twas but the exile's wo 
Which press'd on that sweet bosom ;->! deceived 
My heart bat half: — a whisper faint and low, 
Haunting it ever, and at times believed. 
Spoke of some deeper cause. How oft we seem 
Like those that dream, and know the while th^ dream^^ 
'Midst the soft falls of airy voices grieved. 
And troubled, while bright phantoms round them play, 
By a dim sense that all will float and fade away ! 

xxxvn. 

Yet, BS if chasing joy, I woo'd the breeze. 
To speed roe onward with the wings of mom. 
— Oh ! fkr amidst the solitary seas. 
Which were not made for roan, what man hath borne. 
Answering their moan with bis ! — what thou didst bear, 
My lost and loveliest ! yrhWe that secret care 
Grew terror, and thy gentle spirit, worn 
By its dull brooding weight, gave way at last, 
Beholding me as one from hope for ever cast ! 

XXXVIII. 

For unto thee, as through all change, reveal'd 
Mine inward being lay. In other eyf>8 
I had to bow me yet, and make a shield. 
To fence mv burning bosom, of disguise ; 
But the still hope snstain'd, ere long to win 
Some sanctuaiy, whote green retreats within, 
Mv thoughts unfettered to their source might rise. 
Like songs and scents of mom. — But thou didst look 
Through all mv soul, and thine even unto tainting shook. 
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XXXIX. 

FaU'o, faU*n, I seemed—yet, oh ! not less beloved, 
Though from thy love was ptuck*d the early pride, 
And harshly, by a gloomy faith reproved. 
And sear'd with shame ! — though each young flower had 

died, 
There was the root, — strong, living, not the less 
That all it yielded now was bitterness ; 
Yet still such love as quits not misery's side. 
Nor drops from guilt its ivy- like embmce. 
Nor turns away from death's its pale heroic face. 

XL. 

Yes ! thou hadst followed me through fear and flight; 
Thou wouldst have .foUowM had my pathway led 
Even to the scafibld ; had the flashing light 
Of the raised axe made strong men shrink with dread, 
Thou, 'midst the hush of thousands, wouldsthave been 
With thy clasp'd hands beside me kneel ine seen. 
And meekly bowing to the sh^me thy head— 
— ^The shame ! — oh ! making beautiful to view 
The might of human love — fair thing ! so bravely true ! 

XU. 

Thete was thine agony— -to love so- well 
Where fear made love life's chastener. — Heretofore 
Whate'er of earth's disquiet round thee fell, 
Thy soul, o'espassing its dim bounds, could soar 
Away to sunshine, and thy clear eye speak 
Most of the skies when grief most touch'd thy cheek. 
Now, that far brightness faded! .never more 
Couldst thou lift heavenwards for its hope thy heart, 
Since at Heaven's gate it seero'd that thou and I must part 

XLII. 

Alas ! and life bath moments when a glance 
Qi thought to sudden watchfulness be stirr'd,) 
A flush — a fading of the cheek perchance, 
A word— less, less — (he cadence of a word. 
Lets in our gaze the mind's dim veil beneath* 
Thence to bring haply knowledge fraught with death ! 
— Even thus, what never from thy lip was heard 
Broke on my soul.-—! knew that m thy sight 
I Btood-»howe'er belov'd^a recreant from th$i light ! 
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XLHI. 

Thy sad sweet hymn, at .eve, the seas along,— 
—-Oh ! the deep soul it breath'd ! — ^the love, the wo, 
The fervour, pour'd in that full gush of song, 
As it went floating through the fiery dow 
Of the rich sunset !— bringing thought* of ^ain, 
"With all her vesper-voices, o'er the main. 
Which seem'd responsive in its murmuring flow, 
— " Ave sanctissima P' — ^how oft that lay 
Hath melted from my heart the martyr-strength away ! 

Ave, sanctissima ! 
'Tis night- ftill on the sea ; 

Ora pro nobis ! 
Oui: souls rise to thee t 

Watch us, while shadows lie 
O'er the dim water spread; 

Hear the heart's lonely sigh, 
—Thine, too, hath bled I 

Thou that hast look'd on death, 
Aid us when death is near • 

Whisper of Heaven to faith ; 
Hweet mother, hear ! 

Ora pro nobis .' 
The wave must rock our sleep, 

Ora, mater, ora ! 
Thou star of the deep ! 

XIIV. 

** Ora pro nobis, mater P^ — What a spell 
Was in those notes with day's last glory dying 
On the flushed waters ! — oeem'd they not to swell 
From the far dust, wherein my sires were Ivbg 
Witfk crucifix and swonl ^ — Oh ! yet how clear 
Comes their reproachful sweetness to mine ear ! 
•* Ora/" — ^with all the purple waves replying. 
All nov youth's visions rising in the stram — 
•^And 1 bad thought it much to bear the rack and chain ! 
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